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| Dramatis Perſon. 


Fr ga Ning of Navarre. 


Biron, 
| three Lords attending upon the | 
Longwill 8 King i in his Retirement, 
main, 


Boyer, 3 attending upon the Princeſs ef 


Macard, 


France. 


Don Adriana de Armado, fantaſtical Spaniard, 
Nathaniel, 4 Curate. 
Dull, a Conſtable. 5 


Holofernes, 4 Schoolmaſter. . 


Coſtard, a Clown. 
Moth, Page ro Don Adriana de Armas: 


Princeſi of France. „ 5 
Roſaline, 5 


Maria, 


q Ladies artending en the nl. 


Catherine, 


Jaquenetta, a Country Wench, 


Officers and others Attendants upon * King 
and Pr inceſs. ; 


SCENE. the King. of 8 


Palace, and the Country near it. 
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Love's Labour's It 


ACT 1 SCENE 25 


Euer the King, Biron, Longavite and Domain. 


K 1 0; 


dr Fame, that all hunt after i in their 
Lies, 
Live regiſtred upon our brazen Tombs; 
And then grace us in che Diigrace of 

Death : 
When ſpight of cormorant devouring X 
— Time, 
Th Endeavour of this prefent Breath may buy 
That Honour which ſhall bate his Sythe's keen * 
And make us Heirs of all Eternity. 

Therefore, brave Conquerors, for ſo you are, 

That war againſt your own Affections, 
And the huge Army of the World's Deſires, 
Our late Edict ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force; | 
Navarre ſhall be the ky, 4 of the World, ao x, 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academy, 5. 
Still and contemplative in living Arts. | . 
You three, Biron, Dumaiu and Tongavile, | 
Have ſworn for three Years Term to live with me 


6 as - 


My Fellow Scholars, and to thoſe Statutes 
That are recorded in this Schrd e here, "wp 
Vol. II. A+ == — You 


8 Love's Labour's loft. 
Your Oaths are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your Names: 
That his own Hand may ſtrike his Honour down, 
That violates the ſmalleſt Branch herein: | 
If you are arm'd toe do as {worn to do, | 
Subſeribe to your deep Oaths, and keep them too. 
Long. I am reſolv'd; tis but a three Years Faſt : 
The Mind ſhall banquet, tho' the Body pine; 
Fat Paunches have lean Pates; and dainty Bits 
Make rich the Ribs, but bankerout the Wits. 
Dum. My loving Lord, Dumain is mortify'd: 
The groſſer manner of theſe World's Delights, 
He throws upon the groſs World's baſer Slaves: 
To Love, to Wealth, to Pomp, I pine and die; 
With all theſe living in Philoſophy. | 
 Biron. I can but ſay their Proteſtation over, 
So much (dear Liege) | have already ſworn, 


i That is, to live and ſtudy here three Years: 

bill But there are other ſtrict Obſeryances; | 

4s not to ſee a Woman in that Term, 

Fol Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

And one Day in a Week to touch no Food; 
= | And but one Meal on every Day beſide; 

1 The which 1 hope is not enrolled there. 
1 And then to ſleep but three Hours in the Night, 
8 And not be ſeen to wink of all the Day; 5 
&; | When I was wont to think no harm all Night, 
And make a dark Night too of half the Day; 


Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 
O. theſe are barren Tasks, too hard to keep; 
Not to ſee Ladies, ſtudy, faſt, not ſleep. 
| King. Your Oath is paſt to paſs away from theſe. 
Biron. Let me ſay no, my Liege, and if you pleaſe; 
lonly ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, g- 
1 And ſtay here in your Court for three Years Space. 
Long. You {wore to that Biron, and to the reſt. 
Biron. By yea and nay Sir, then 1 ſwore in jeſt. 
| What is the End of Study, let me know? 
' |, King. Why that to know which elſe we ſhould not 


know, 


Love's Labour's loft. 9 
Niron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from common 
Senſe. | — 
King. Ay, that is Study's God- like Recompenee. 
Biron. Come on then, I will {wear to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the Thing F am forbid to know; 
And thus te ſtudy where | well may dine; 
When I te faſt expreſly am forbid: 
Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miſtreſs fine, 
When Miſtreſſes from common Senſe are hid: 
Or having ſworn too hard a keeping Oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my Troth. 
If Study's Gain be thus, and this be ſo, 
Study 4 that which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will neer ſay no. 
| King. Theſe be the Stops that hinder Study quite, 
And train our Intellects to vain Delight 
Dion. Why? all Delights are vain, and that moſt vain 
Which on Pain purchas'd, — inherit Pain; 
As painfully to pore a Boo a . 
To ſeek hs Lacht of Truth while Truth the while 
Doth falſly blind the Eye-fight of his Look: 
Light ſeeking Light, doth Light beguile; 
So ere you find where Light in Darkneſs lyes, 
Tour Light grows dark dy loſing of veur Eyes. 
Study me how to pleaſe the Eye indeed, 
By fixing it upon a fairer Eye; 
Who — Þs that Eye fall be his heed, 
And give him Light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun, . 
That will not be deep ſearchd with fawcy Looks; 
Small have continual Plodders ever won, oy 
Save baſe Authority from others Books. 
Theſe earthly Godtathers of Heaven's Lights, 
That give a Name to every fixed Star, 
Haye no more Profit of their Shining Nights, 
Than thoſe that walk, and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is to know nought but Fame; 
And every Godfather can give a Name. 
King. well he's read, to reaſon againſt reading. 
Dam. Procceded well, to ftop all good pre cecd.ng. | 
e As Lins. 


10 Love's Labour's loſt. 


Long. He weeds the Corn, and ſtill lets grow the Weeding. 
_ The Spring is near when Green Geeſe are a 

ng. 3s 
Dum. How follows that? 


Biron. Fit in his Place and Time. 


Dum. In Reaſon nothing. 
Biron. Something then in Rhime. 
Long. Biron is like an envious ſneaping Froſt, 


That bites the firſt-born Infants of the Spring. 


Biron. Well, ſay 1 am ; why ſhould proud Summer boaſt, 
Before the Birds have any Cauſe to ſing ? 5 
Why ſhould I joy in any abortive Birth? 
At Chriſtmas I no more defire a Roſe, 3 
Than wiſh a Snow in May's new-fangled Shows: 
But like of cach thing that in Seaſon grows. 
So you to ſtudy now it is too late, RE ER 
hat. were to climb o'er the Houſe Yunlock the Gate. 
King. Well, fit you out; go home Biron: Adieu. 
Biron. No, my good Lord, I have ſworn to ſtay with you; 


+ 


And though I have for Barbariſm ſpoke more, 
Than for that Angel Knowlege you can ſay, 

| Yet confident I'll what 1 have ſwore, 
And bide the Penance of each three Years Day. 


Give me the Paper, let me read the fame, 
And to the ſtrict'ſt Decrees I'll write my Name. 
| King. How well this yielding reſcues thee from Shame. 
Biron. Item, That no Woman ſhall come within a Mile 


of my Court. 5 


Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Four Days ago. = 
Biron. Let's ſee the Penalty. 


on pain of loſing her Tongue! 
Who devis'd this 8 


Tong. Marry that did I. 
Biron. Sweet Lord, and why? 


Tang. To fright them hence with that dread Penalty; 


A dangerous Law againſt Geatility, | 
rem, If any Man be ſeen <4 talk with a Woman 


within the term of three Years, he ſhall endure fuch 


Fi e Shame as the reſt of the Court ſhall poſſibly de- 
ET Biron. 


w - 


'- Wo” 


Stands in Attainder of eternal Shame. 


Lovs*s Labour's loſt. 11 
Biron. This Article my Liege your ſelf muſt break, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſſy 
The French King's Daughter, with your ſelf to ſpeak, 
A Maid of Grace and compleat Majeſty, - 
About Surrender up of Aquizam 
To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid Father: 
Therefore the Article is made in vain, 
Or vainly comes the admired Princeſs hither. 
King. What ſay you, Lords? 
Why, this was quite forgot. 
Biron. So Study evermore is overſhot, 
While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 
It doth forget ro do the thing it ſhould: 
And when it hath the thing it bunteth moſt, 
*Tis won as Towns with Fire; ſo won, fo loft: 
EKing. We muſt of Force diſpence with this * 


| She muſt lye here on meer Neceſſity. 


Biron. Neceſſity will make us all been 


Three thouſand times within this three Years ſpace: | 
For every Man with his Affects is born: 


Not by Might maſter'd, but by ſpecial Grace. 
If I Ne Faith, this Word ix break for me, ; 


I am forſworn on meer Neceſſity. 


So to the Laws at large I write my Name, 
And he that breaks 4 in the al Degree, 


Suggeſtions are to others as to me; 
But I believe although 1 ſeem ſo loth, 


1 am the laſt that will laſt keep bis Oath. 
But is there no quick Recreation granted? 


King. Ay chat there is; our Court you know is ln 


With a conceited Traveller of Spain, 


A Man inall the World's new Faſhions Planted, 
That hath a Mint of Phrafes in his Brain : | 
One whom the Muſick of his own vain Tongue, 
Doth raviſh like inchanting Harmony: 

A Man of Complements, whom Right and Wrong 


Have choſe an Umpire of their Mutiny. 
This Child of Fancy, that Armado bight, 
For interim of our Studies, ſhall relate 


& 


f 

| 
1 
: 

4 

& 
4 


12 Love's Labour's laſt. 
10 high-born Words the worth of many a Knight: 


From tawny Spain loſt in the World's Debate, 
Fow you delight my Lords, 1 know not, I; 


But I proteſt I love to hear him lie, 


And I will uſe him for my Minſtrelſie. 
Biron. Armado is a moſt illuſtrious Wight, 

A man of Fire, new Words, Faſhion's own Knight. 
Long. Coftard the Swain, and be, ſhall be our Sport; 


And iv to ſtudy, three Years is but ſhort. 


Enter Dull and Coſtard with a Letter. 
Dull. Which is the Duke's own Perſon ? 
Biron. This, Fellow, what would''t? 
Dull. 1 my ſelf reprehend his own Perſon, for I am his 


Grace's Tharborough : But I w out ſec his own Perſoni in 
Fleſh and Blood. 


Biron. This is he. 
Dull. Signior Arme, Arme commends you. 


: There” s Villany abroad; this Letter will tell you more. 


Coſt. Sir, the Contempts thereof are as touching me. 
King. A Letter from the magnificent Armadso, 
Biron. How low ſoever the Matter, 1 hope i in God for £ 1 


high Words. 


Long. A high Hope for a low Heav' a; God grant us 


Patience. 


Biron. To hear, or forbear hearing. 
Long. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately, « or to 


forbear both. 


Bion Well Sir, be it as the Stile ſhall give us cauſe to 


climb in the Merrineſs. 


oſs. The matter is to me Sir, as concerning Faquenetta. 


The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 


Biron. In what manner ? 5 

Coft. In manner and form, following, Sir, all thoſe | 
three. I was ſeen with her in the Mannor-bouſe, fitting 
with her upon the Form, and taken following her into 


the Park; which put together, is in manner and form fol- 


lowing. Now Sir, for the manner: In the manner of a 


Man to ſpeak to a Woman; for the form, i in lome form. 


Biron. For the following, Sir. | 
c 


did commend the black * Humour to the moſt 
| ſome Phyſz P byſick f 


or. for thy more upderſtanding, a Woman ; him, IT ( as my e- 


Love's Labour's loſt. 13 
oft. As it ſhall follow in my Correction, and God de- 


fend the right. 


King. Will you hear this Letter with Attention? 
Biron. As we would hear an Oracle. 


Coſt. Such is the Simplicity of Man to hearkenafierthe 


ned. 


King Rt Deputy, the Welkiw's Vicegerent, and fole De- 
reads. XI minator of Navarre, my Soul's Earth's God, and Bo- 


E foſtring Patron —— 


Ct. Not a Word of Coftard yet. 


„So it is. 


It may be fo; * if he ay it is fo, „ heisintellin | 
: butſo. 


1 Peace,. 
2 — — not fight. 
No Words, 


oof Of other Mens Secrets I beſeech you. 
King. So it is, beſieged with ſable-coloured Melanch 17 


ä giving Air; and as I am a Gentle- 
man, betook my ſelf to walk: The Time when? about the ſixth 


Hour, when Beaſts moſt graze, Birds beſt peck, and Men fit 
down to that Nouriſhment which is call d Supper: So much 


for the Time when. Now for the Ground which: which I mean 


I walkt upon; it is ycleped, thy Park. Thenfor the Place where, 
where I mean] did incounter that :bſcene and moſt prepoſte- 


rous Event that draweth from my Snow-white Pen the Ebon- 


colour d Ink, which here thou vieweſt, beholdeſt, ſurveyeſt, or 
ſeeſt. But to the Place where: It ſtandeth North North Eaſt 
and by Eaſt from the Weſt corner of thy curious knotted Gar- 
den. There did I ſee thas low-ſptrited Swain, that baſe Mi- 
now of thy Mirth, (Coſt. Me?) that rnlettered ſmall- 

Soul, (Cot. Me?) that ſhallowVaſſal, (Coft. Still me ?) whic 


asl remember, hight Coitard, (Ca. O me!) ſorted and con- 

ſeorted contrary to thy eftabliſhed proclaimed Edict and continent 
Canon: Which with O mh — bus with this I paſſion 
to ſay herewith: : | 


Cofl. With a Wench. _ 
King. With a Child of our Grandmother Eve, a Female; 


Sirrah, come on. Coſt, 


14 Love's Labonr's loft. 

ver Neem d Duty pricks me on) have ſent to thee, to receive 

the meed of Puniſhment by thy ſweet Grace's Officer, Anthony 

Dull, a Man of good repute, carriage, bearing and eſtimation. 
Dull. Me, an't ſhall 200 you? Iam Anthony Dull. 


King. For Jaquenetta (/o is the weaker 2 calls) 
which I 3 with the aforeſaid Swain, I keep her as a 


veſſel of thy Laws fury, and ſhall at the leaſt of thy ſweet no- 


tice bring her to a Trial. Thine in all complements of devoted 


and heart burning heat of Duty, 5 8 5 

+. Adriana de TTY 
Biron. This is not ſo well as look'd for, but the belt that 

ever I heard. 
King. Ay the beſt for the worſt, But Sirrah, What fay = 


| you to this? 0 
Cut. Sir, I confeſs che Wen 


King. Did you hear the Proclamation ? 
Coſt. I do confeſs much of the hearing it, but little of : 
the marking of it. 
King. It was proclaim'd a Year's Impriſonment to be ta- 
ken with a Wench. Ay 
Coſt. I was taken with none, Sir, 1 was taken with. a 


Damoſel. 


King. Well, it was proclaimed Damoſel. 
2 This was no Dꝛmoſel neither, Sir, ſhe was a Virgin. 
King. It is ſo varied too, for it was proclaim'd Virgin. 
O. If it were, I deny her Virginity: I was taken with 


a Maid, 


King. This Maid will not ſerve your turn, Sir. 
call This Maid will ſerve my turn, Sir. 
King. Sir, I will pronounce Sentence; you fhall faſt a 


Weck with Bran and Water. 


44 I had rather pray a Month with Mutton and Por: 5 
ridge 

King. And Don Armadso fhall be your Keeper. 
My Lord Biron, ſee him deliver'd Oer, 
And go we Lords to put in practice that 


Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn, [ Exenmi : 


Biron. I'll lay my Head to any — Man's Hat; 
Theſe Oaths and Laws will prove an * ors. 


'Y 


tough Si 


ton, appertaining to thy young Days, w 
minate tender. 
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Coſt. I ſuffer for the Truth Sir: For true it is. I was 
taken with Faquenetta, and Faquenetta, is a true Girl; and 
therefore welcome the ſour Cup of Proſperity : Affliction 
may one Day ſmile again, and until then 2 Sorrow. 

Exeunt. 
Enter Armado and Moth. 8 
Arm. Boy, what Sign i is it when a Man of great Spirit 


: grows Melancholy. 


Moth. A great Sign, Sir, that he will look ſad. 


Am. Why? Sadneſs is one and the 1 dear 
Imp. 


Lb. No, no, O Lord Sir, no. 


Am. How canſt thou part Sadneſs and Melancholy, my 
tender Juvenile? 


Moth. By a familiar Demonſtration of the working, my | 


Arm. Why h Signior? Why tough Signior? 
Moth. Why ans. Juvenile? Why tender Juvenile? 


Arm. Iipoke it tender Fuvenile, as a con — Epithe- 


| Moth, And I tough Signior, as an appertinent Title to 


your old time, which we may name tough. | 


Am. Pretty and 
Moth. How mean you, Sir, I * _ my Saying apt? | 


or I apt, and my Saying pretty? 


Arm. Thou pretty, becauſe little. 
Moth. Little pretty, becauſe little; whaekere apt? 
Arm. And therefore apt; becauſe quick. 

| Moth. Speak you this in my Praiſe, Maſter? 
Am. In thy condign Praiſe. 
Moth. I will praiſe an Eel with the fame Praiſe. 
Arm. What x that an Eel is ingenious. 

| Moth. That an Eel is quick. 


Arm. I do ſay thou art quick in Anſwers. Thoukear, 


my Blood. 


Moth. 1 am anſwer'd, Sr, 
Arm. | love not to be croſt. | 
5 He ſpeaks the clean contrary, croſſes Love not bim. 
<m, There pram co tinty Cree Terre wich the Ione: 


we may no- 
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Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 
Arm. Impoſſible. | 
Moth. How many is one n told? 


Arm. 1 am ill at reckoning, it fits the Spirit ofa Taper 
Moth. You area Gentleman and a Gameſter. 


EE 
1 Lm. | confeſs both, t wk are both the Varniſhof a 
1 compleat Man | 
14 Moth. Then I am ſure you know how muchthe groſs 


4118 Sum of deuce-ace amounts to. ; 
1 Am. It doth amount to one more than two. 
Vith. Which the baſe vulgar call three. 
£118 Arm. True. 
| lll __ _ Moth. Why | Sir, is this fuch a piece of Study ? Now 
$11 here's — ſtudied ere you'll thrice wink; and how 
i eaſie it is to put Vears to the Word three, and ſtudy three- 
19 Years in two Words, the Dancing-horſe will rellyou, ; 
al Arm. A moſt fine Figure. 
14 Moth, To prove you a Cypher. = 
— 14 um. 1 will hereupon 1 3 cxntoliane; andasitis 
1 baſe for a Soldier to love, ſo am I in love with a baſe 
Wench. If drawing my Sword againſt the Humour of 
Affection, would deliver me froq the reprobate Thought 
of it, I would take Deſire Priſoner, and — him to any 
French Courtier for a new devis d Curtſy. I think Scorn 
to figh, methinks I ſhould out-ſvrear Cupid, Comfort 
me, Boy: What great Men have been in Love? 
Moth. Hercules, Maſter. 
Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules! More Authority, dear Boy. 
name more; and {ſweet my Child, let them be Men of 
good Repute and Carriage. 
| Moth. Sampſon, Maſter, be was a Man of good | 
= Carriage; for he carried the Town Gates on his Back 
a Porter, and he — yu. * 
Am. O well knit Sampſon, join Sam (on; Ido © 
Excel theein my Rapier, as much —— did'ſt — 
in Gates. 1 am in Love too. WO Was * 
my dear Moth. 
Moth. A Woman, Maſter 
em. Of what Complexion? 5 
Moth Of all the four, or the three, See | 
of * four. Arm. 
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, Tell me preciſely of what Complexion? 
Moth. Of the Sea-water Green, Sir. 


Arm. ls that one of the four Complexions? 
Moth. As I have read, Sir, and the beſt of them too. 
Arm. Green, indeed, is the Colour of Lovers; but to 
have a Love of that Colour, methinks Sampſon had ſmall 
Reaſon for it. He ſurely affected her for - Wit. 
Moth. It was fo, Sir, foe ſhe had a green Wit. 
Arm. My Love is moſt immaculate White and Red. 
Moth. Moſt immaculate Thoughts, Maſter, are mack'd 
under ſuch Colours. 
Am. Define, define, well educated Infant. 
Moth. My Father's Wit and my Mother's Tongue aſſiſt 
me. 
* Sweet Invocation of a Child, moſt pretty and pa 
ical! 
Moth. If ſhe be made of White and Red, 
. Her Faults will ne er be known; 
FE: For 2 Cheeks by Faults are bred, 
And F pale white ſhown; 
= Then if the fexr, or be to blame, 
3 By this you ſhall not know, 3 
EE For ſtill her Checks poſſeſs the ſame, 
i mo Native 
5 us Rime er, Reaſon of White N 
5 


: _ Is there not a Ballad, Boy, of the King and the | 


F- Moth. The World was guilty of fach a Ballad foe 
three Apes ſince, but I think now tis not ta be found; or 

, TEINS it would neither ſerve for the Writing, nor the 5 
" 4Þ 5 

erm. I will have that Subject newly writ o'er that I - 

0 may example my Digreſſion by ſome mighty Prefident. 
* Boy, I do love that Country Girl that I took in the 
& 1 with the Rational Hind Cf, ſhe deſerves 
we | 

Moth. To be whipp d, and yet a better Love than wy : 


. R . 


18 Love's Labour's bf. 
_ Moth. And that's great Marvel, loving a "ght Weach. 
Arm. 1 fa ling. 
Moth. Forbear till this Company be paſt. 

Enter Coſtard, Dull, Jaquenetta and Maid. 
Dull. Sir, the Duke's Pleaſure is, that you keep Cv | 
fafe, and you muſt let him take no Delight, nor no Pe- 
nance, but he muſt faſt three Days a Week; for this Dam. 
ſel, I muſt keep her at the Park, ſhe is allow'd for the 
Day-weman. Fare you well. [Exit, 

Arm. I do betray my {lf with bluſhing Maid. 

2 I will viſit thee at the Lodge. 
Fag. That's here by. 

Arm. I know where it is ſituate. 

Fag. Lord how wiſe you are! 

Arm. I will tell thee Wonders. 

Faq. With that Face? 

Arm. 1 1 _ FE: 
. So J heard you lay, 
: + 4 And fo hrewel, 4 

Maid. Fair Weather after you. 5 
Come Faquenetta, away. LEreunt. 

Arm. Villain thou ſhalt faſt for 4 ol 2 
be pardoned. 

Coft. Well, Sir, i oge when 1 do it, I fhall do it on o 
fall Stomach, 

Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſh'd. 

Coft. I am more bound to you than your Fellows, for | 
they are but lightly rewarded. | 

Arm. Take away this Villain, ſhut him up. 

| Moth, Come you tranſgreſſing Slave, awa 


| Of Let me not be pent up, Sir, I willbe faſt being 


Moth. No, Sir, that were faſt and looſe; thou ſhale to 
Priſon. | 


Cf. Well, if ever I do ſee the merry Days of Deſola- x 
tion that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall * 75 
Moth, What ſhall ſcme ſee? 5 
| Coff. Nay nothing, Maſter Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for Priſoners to be fllent in their Words, 


'Y 


little Patience as 
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and therefore 1 will fa nothing; t God. i 
whe * Man, and therefore 1 can be 

£m. I do affect the very Ground ( which isbaſe) where 
her Shoe (which is baſer) guided by her Foot (which is 
baſeſt) doth tread. I ſhall be forſworn, which is a great 


Argument of Falſhood, if 1 Love. And hew can that be 
true Love, which is fai attempted? Love is a Familiar, 
Love is a Devil; there is no evil Angel but Love, yet 


Sampſon was ſo tem &y he had an excellent Strength; 


Jet was Solomon ſo leduced, and he had a very good Wit. 


Cupid's But-ſhaft is too hard for Hercules Club, and there- 
fore too much odds for a Spaniard's Rapier; the firſt and 


ſecond Cauſe will not ſerve my turn; the Paſſado he reſpects 
not, the Duello he regards not; his Diſgrace is to be caltd 
Boy; but his Glory is to ſubdue Men. Adieu Valour, ruſt. 


Rapier, be ſtill Drum, for your Manager is in Love; yea, 


be loveth. Aſſiſt me ſome extemporal God of Rime, for 
I am ſure I ſhall turn Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, write Fen, 
for I am for Ware VERN Tn Tens. - ES | 


Enter the Prime p W Rofaline Maria, Catherine 
Boyet, Lords and other Attendants. s. 


Beyer. OW, Madam, ſummon up your deareſt Spirits, 
Conſider whom the King your Father ſeads; ; 
To whom he ſends, and what's his Embaſſy. 
Your ſelf, held precious in the World's Eſteem, 
To parley with the ſole Inberitor 
Of all Ferfections that a Man may owe, | 
Matchleſs Navarre; the Plea of — leſs weight 
Than Aquitain, 8 f for a Qu 5 
Be CY as prod dear 8 | 
As Nature — in 2 Graces dear, 
When ſhe did ſtarve the general World bn, 
And — gave them all to * 8 


| Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 


| Is a ſharp Wit match'd with too blunt a Will; 
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Prin. Good Lord Boyer. my Beauty though but mean, 
Need 1 _ fourth of you 5 7 
Beauty is bo udgment of the Eye 
Not utter'd — baſe Ae of Cha Chapmens T 
Lon hb pronl to hear you tell my Wor 
Than you much willing to be auf wile, 
In ſpending thus yeur Wit in Praiſe of mine. 
But now to task the Tasker ; good Boyer. 

You are not ignorant, all-telling Fame 
Doth noiſe abroad, Navarre hath made a Vow, 
Till painful Study ſhall out- wear three Years, 
No Woman may approach his ſilent Court; 
Therefore to us ſeemeth it a needful courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, | 

To know his Pleaſure; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your Worthineſs, we ſirgle you 

As our beſt moving fair Solliciter. 


Nos ſerious Buſineſs, craving quick Diſpatch, 

. rtunes perſonal Conference with d his Grace. 

Hake fignite ſo much, while we attend, S 

Like bumble viſa 'd Sutors, his hi - = | bear 
Beyer. Proud of Imployment, willingly I go. i. 
Prin, All Pride is willing Pride, and. yours is ſo; 

Who. are the Voraries, my. loving Lords, 

That are Vow-fellows with this virtuous Duke ? 

| Tor. Longavile is one. 

Prin. Know you the Man? | 

Aar. | knew him, Madam, at W 
Between Lord Perigort, and the beauteous Heir 

Of Jaques Faulconbridge ſolemnized. 

In Normandy ſaw 1 this Longa vile, 

A Man of Sovereign Parts he is cltcem'd;. 

Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in Arms, 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well, 

The only Soil of his fair Virtue's Gloſs, _ 

(If Virtue's Gloſs will ſtain with any Soil,) 


Whoſe Edge hath Power to cut, whoſe Will ſtill wills 
I: ſhould pare none that come within his Power 11 
rin. 
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Prin. Some merry-mocking Lord belike, ist ſo? 
Mar. They ſay ſo moſt, that moſt his Humours know; 
Prin. Such ſhort-liv'd Wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reſt? 
Cath. The young Dumain, a well accompliſh'd Youth, 
Of all that Vittue ove, for Virtue lov'd. | 
Moſt Power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill; 
For he hath Wit to make an ill 
And Shape to win Grace, tho he had no Wit, 
I faw him at the Duke Alanzor's once, 
Arid mueh too little of that Good I faw, 
Is my Report to his Worthineſs. 
| Roſa. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him, as I have heard a Truth; = 
Diron they call him: hut a merrier Man, 1 
Within the Limit of becoming Mirth, 
I never ſpent an Hour's Talk © withal. 
Eis Eye begets occaſion for Wit, 
For every Object that the one deth \— 5 
The other turns to a Mirth-movin 
Which his fair Tongue (Conceit's Eaton) 
x Dilivers in ſuch apt — gracious Words, 
. That aged Ears play Truant at his Tales, 
And yeunger are quite raviſhed ; 
So ſweet and valuable is his Diſcourſe. 
Prin. God bleſs my Ladies are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking Ornaments of Praiſe ? 
Mur. Here comes Beyer. 
Znxer goyet 
Prin, Now, 1 N Lord? ho 
Navarre had Notice o Approach; | 
Andie and his Com in Oath, 
Were all addreſt to meet you, gentle Lady, 
Before I came: hs | have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the Field, 
Like one that comes there to his Court, 
Than ſeek a Diſpenſation for bis Sk 
ROPE 
Here comes Navarre, | 
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Enter the King, Longarile, k Dumain, Biron, and At- 


King Fair Princeſs, welcome to the Court of Navarre. 

Prin. Fair I give you back again, and welcome ] have not 

yet: The Roof of this Court is too high to be yours, and 

welcome to the wide Fields, too baſe to be mine. | 
King. You ſhall be welceme, Madam, to my Court. 
Prm. I will be welcome then; conduct me thither: 
King. Hear me, dear Lady, I have ſworn an Oath, 
Prin. Our Lady help m ty he'll be forſworn. 
| King. Not for the World, fair Madam, by my Will, 
Prin, Why, will ſhall break its will, and nothing elſe, 
King. Your Ladyſhip is yore what it is, | 
Prin, Were my Lin ſo, is Ignorance were wile, 
Where now his Knowledge muſt prove Ignorance, 
I hear your Grace hath ſworn out Houſe ering 
Tis deadly Sin to keep that Oath, my Land: 

And Sin to break it. 

But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold, 

| Vourkiule w rad the Pages of may coming; 

Vouchſafe to of my co 
And ſuddenly reſolve me in my Sui). 
King. 8 I will, if ſuddenly I may. 

Trin. You will the ſooner that . 

For you'll prove perjur d if you make me ſtay. 
Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Roſa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron. I know you did. 

| Roſa. How needleſs was it then to ask the a 

Bion. You muſt not be ſo quick. 

' Roſa. Tis long of you that 17 me with ſuch 
Biren. Your Wit's too hot, it f too faſt, Wh — - 

Roſa. Not *till it leave the in the .. | 

Biron, What Time a Day? 

Roſa. The Hour that Fools ſhould ask. 

Bien. Now Fair befall your Mask. 
Roſa. Fair fall the Face it covers, 

| Biron. And ſend you many Lovers, 
Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none, 
Biron. Nay then will I be gone. 


on 


| MMM 


In ſo unſceming to confeſs Roe 


| Where that and 
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King. Madam, your Father here doth intimate 
The Payment of a hundred thouſand Crowns 


Being but th' one half of an intire Sum, 
Disburſed by my Father in his Wars. 


But ſay that he, or we, as neither have, 
Receive that Sum; yet there remains un 


paid 


A hundred thouſand more; in Surety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 


Although not valu'd to the Mony's worth; 


If then the King your Father will reſtore 
But that one Half which is unſatisfy'd, 


We will give up our Right in Aquitain, 


And hold fair Friendſhip with his Majeſty: 


But that it ſeems he little ſeth, 


For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thouſand — and not remembers 


One Payment of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 


To have his Title live in Aquitain; 
Which we much rather had d withal, 
And have the Mony by our Father lent, 
Than Aquitain, ſo guelded as it is. ” 
Dear Princeſs, were not his Requeſts fo far 
From Reaſon's yielding, your fair ſelf ſhould make 


A yielding gainſt ſome Reaſon in my Breaſt, 

And go well ſatisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the King my Father too much Wrong, 
And wrong the Reputation of your Name, 


Of that which hath ſo faithfully been paid, 
King. I do proteſt 1 never heard of it; 
And it you prove it, I'll repay it back, 


Or yield up Aquitain. 


Prin. We arreſt your Word : . ; 


| Boyer, you can produce Acquittances 
For ſuch a Sum, from ſpecial Officers 
Of Charles his Father. ED 


King. Satisfie me ſo. . 
Boyet. So p pleaſe your Grace ankle is not come, 


Specialties are bound: 
To Morrow you ſhall vs a gies of them, 
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King. It ſhall ſuffice me; at which Interview, 
All liberal Reaſon would I yield unto: 5 
Mean time receive ſuch welcome at my Hand, 
As Honour, without Breach of Honour max 
Make tender of, to thy true Worthineſs. 
Tou may not come, fair Princeſs, in my Gates, 
But here without you ſhall be ſo receiv', | 
As you ſhall deem your ſelf lodg'd in my Heart, 
Tho' ſo deny'd farther Harbour in my Heuſe: 
Your own good Thoughts excuſe me, and farewel; 
To Morrow we ſhall viſit you again. 
Prin. Sweet Health and fair Deſires comfort Grace, 
King. Thy own Wiſh, wiſh1 thee, in every Place. Exit. 
Bion. Lady, I will commend you to my own Heart. 
Rea. Pray you do my Commendations; 
I] would be glad to fee it. 
Biron. I would you heard it groan. 
- Roſa. Is the Soul ick? 
Biron. Sick at the Heart. 
Roſa. Alack, let it Blood, 
Biron. Would that do it good? 
Roſa. My Phyſick fays ay. ; 
Biron. Will you prick't with your Eye. 
Roſa. No poynt, with my Knife. 
Biron. Now God fave thy Life. 
Roſa. And yours from long living. 
Biron, I cannot ſlay Thankſgiving. Tex. 


Dum. Sir, I pray you a Word; What is that fame? 
Biron. The Heir of Alanſen, Roſaline her 6 
Dum. A gallant Lady; Monſieur fare you well. ¶ Exit. 
Long. I beſeech you a Word: What is ſhe in white? 
Boyet. A Woman ſometimes, if youſaw her in the Light: 
Long. Perchance Light in the Light: 1 deſire her Name. 
Boyer. She hath but one for her ſelf; 
To deſire that were a Shame. | 
Long. Pray you Sir, whoſe 9 
Boyet. Her Mother's, I have heard. . 
Tong. God's Bleſſing on your Beard, 8 


* 
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nue, Good Sir be not offended. 
She is an Heir of Faulconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my Choller is ended: 
She is a moſt ſweet Lady. 1 
Boyer. Not unlike Sir, "that may be. [Exit Long. 
Enter Biren. 
Biron. What's her Name in the Cap? 
Boyer. Katherine by go hap. 
Biron. Is ſhe wedded or no? 
Boyet. To her Will, Sir, or ſo. 
Biros, You are welcome Sir: Adieu. [Exit Biron: 
Boyer. Farewel to me Sir, and welcome to you. 
Mar. That laſt is Biron, the merry * . 
Not a Word with him but a Jeſt. 
Beyet. And e Word. 
Prim. It was well done of you to take TI at kad 
Boyer. I was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 
Mar. Two hot Sheeps, marry; . 
Beyer. And wherefore not Ships? 
No Sheep (ſweet Lamb) unleſs we feed on your Lips. 
Mar. You Sheep, and J Paſture; ſhall that finiſh the Jeſt? 
Boyer. So you grant Paſture for me. 
Mar. Not ſo, gentle Beaſt; 
My Lips are no Common, though ſeveral they be. 
Boyer. Belonging to whom ? 
Mar. To my Fortunes and me. 
Prin. Good Wits will be jangling; but Gentles 
This Civil War of Wits were much better us'd 
On Navarre and his Book - Men; for here tis abus'd. 


4 If my Obſervation which very ſeldom lyes, 
| By 


Heart's "ill Rhetorick, diſcloſed with "yy 


| Deceive.me not BOW, Navarre i is infected. 


Prin. With what? 
Boyer. With that which we Lovers intitle aſſected. 
Prin. Your Reaſon? 
of * Why all his Behaviours do make their Retire 
To the Court of his Eye, peeping thorough Defire: | 
His Heart like an Agar with your Print impreſſed; 
Proud with his Form, in his Eye Pride —— i 
Vor. II. B His 
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His Tongue all impatient to ſpeak and not ſee, - 
11 Did ſtumble with haſte in his Eye-ſight to be: 
_ F118 All Senſes to that Senſe did make their Repair, 
i ||| To feel only looking on Faireſt of fair; | 
1 Miethougght all his Senſes were lock d in his Eye, 
100 As Jewels in Chryſtal for ſome Prince to buy: - 
0 Who tendring their own Worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt, [glaſt, 
His Faces own Margent did quote ſuch Amazes, | 
That all Eyes ſaw his Eyes inchanted with Gazes: 
III give you Aquitan, and all that is his, 


| And you give him for my fake but one loving Kiſs. 
| Prin. Come to our Pavillion, Boyer is diſpos d. 
Beyer. But to ſpeak that in Words which his Eye hath 
1 | 1 only have made a Mouth of his Eye, [diſclog'd ; 
N By adding a Tongue which I know will not lie. 
? [118 Rea. Thou art an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt skil- 
1 145 He is Cupid's Grandfather, and learns News of 
= Roſe. Then was Venus like her Mother, for her Father 
1 Boyer. Do you hear, my mad Wenches ? 
Wh Mar. No. . 
. | Boyer. What then, do you ſee? 
{ {8 | | Roſa. Ay, our way to be gone. 
| Boyer. You are too hard for me. [Exennt. 


ACT W. SCENE I 

; Enter Armado end Moth. 
4 "SOS © 
Arm. WI. Child, make paſſionate my Senſe of | 


— 2 


% 
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Arm. Sweet Air; go Tenderneſs of Years; take this 

Key, give Inlargement to the Swain ; bring him feſtinate- 
ly hither: I muſt imploy him in a Letter to my Love. 

Moth. Will you win your Love with a French Braul? 

Arm. How mean'ſt ” ao «9g tax French ? 

Moth. No my compleat Maſter, but to Jig off a Tune 
ere at the Tongue's End, canary to it with the Feet, humour 
aſt, it with turning y Ew Eye; figh a Note and ſing a 

| Note, ſometimes through the Throat: If you fwallow'd 
Love with Singing, love ſometime through the Noſe, as 
if you ſnuft up Love by ſmelling Love, with your Hat 
Penthouſe-like o'er the Shop of your Eyes, with your 
Arms croſt on your thinbelly Doublet, (like a Rabbet on 
hath W a Spit) or your Hands in your Pocket, like a Man after 
sd; WW the old Painting, and keep not too long in one Tune, but 
a Snip and away: Theſe are Complements, theſe are Hu- 
kil- mours, theſe betray nice Wenches that would be betray'd 
. without theſe, and make them Men of Note: Do you 
's of note, Men that moſt are affected to theſe ? EL 
3 Arm. How haſt thou purchas d this Experience? 
ther Moth. By my Pen of Obſervation 
* Arm. But O, ut O— 
Meth. The Hobby- horſe is forgot. | 
Arm. Call't thou my Love Hobby-horſe. 
Moth. No Maſter, the Hobby-Horſe is but a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps a Hackney: 2 | 
But have you forgot your Love? 
Arm. Almoft I had. et 3 
—— Moth. Negligent Student, learn her by heart. 
| Arm. By heart, and in heart, Boy. "* x 
20 Moth. And out of Heart, Maſter: All thoſe three I will 
4 8 2 | | 
F Arm, What wilt thou prove? | 12 85 
Moth. A Man, if 1 live (and this) by, in, and withour, 
upon the Inſtant: In Heart you love her, becauſe your 
Heart is in love with her; out of Heart you love her, 
> of deing out of Heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Arm. I am all theſe three. . | 
Moth. And three Times as much more; and yet no- 


* | Arm. 


5 By thy Favour, ſweet Welkin, 1 muft Fgh in thy Face. 
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Arm. Fetch hither the Swain, he muſt carry me 4 
Letter. 
Moth. A Meſſage well Gmpathiz'd ; a Horſe to be Em- 
| baſſador for an Af. of 
Arm. Ha, ha; what ſay'ſt thou? 
Meth. Marry Sir, you muſt fend the Aſs upon theHorſe) 
for he is very {low 2 But I go. 
Arm. The way is but ſhort; away. 
Moth, As ſwift as Lead, Sir. Lead 
Arm. Thy Meaning, pret Ingenious? is not by 
Metal how dull 5 : 
Moth. Minine honeft Maſter, or rather Maſter vo. 
Arm. I fay Lead is flow. 
Moth. You are too ſwift Sir, to ſay fo. 
ls that Lead flow, Sir, which is fir'd from 2 Gun? 
Arm. Sweet Smoak of Rhetorick ; 
He reputes me a Cannon, and —— * he: 
I ſhoot thee at the Swain. 
Neth. Thump then, and 1 fly. Exit. 
Arm, A moſt acute Juvenile, voluble 1 free of Grace; 


Moſt rude Melanchelly, Valour gives thee Place. 
My Herald is return d. 
Enter Moth and Coftard. 
— A Wonder, Maſter, here's a Coſlard broken in 2 
1 
Arm. Some Enigma, ſome Riddle, no — begin. 
Cat No Egma, no Riddle, no Lenvey, no Salve, in the 
Male, Sir. O Sir, Plantan, a plain Plantan; no Lemvey, 
no Kam or Salve, Sir, but Plantan. 
By Vertue thou inforceſt Laughter, thy filly 
| Pon my Spleen, the heaving of my Lungs provokes 
me to ridiculous Smiling : O pardon me my Stars, doth 
the inconſidera e take Salve for Lenvoy, and the word 
for a Salve? 
Moth, Do the Wiſe think them other, is not Lenvoy 4 
Salve? plain 
Arm. No Page, it is an in Epilogue or Diſcourſe, to make 
some obſcure Precedence that hath tofore been fain. 
Now will 1 begin your Moral, and do you follow with 


my . | The 
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The Fox, the Ape, and the Humble bee, 
Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 


 _ Moth. Until the Gooſe came EE of Door, 


Staying the odds by adding 

A good Lenvoy, ending in . Goole, would you de- 
fire more? 

Coft. The Boy hath ſold him a Bargain, a Gooſe that's flat, 
Sir your penny-worth is good, and your Goole be fat. 
To ſell a Bargain well is as —. as faſt and looſe. 
Let me ſee a fat Lenvoy, I that's a fat Gooſe. 

Arm. Come hither, come 3 1 


How did this A | 
Moth. By ſayin tar» Cord was broken i a Shin. 
Then call'd you or a Lenvoy 


Cops. True, pi I for a — 
Thus came your Argument in; 


Thes the Boys fur — Goole that you bought, 


And He ended the Market. 


Ns But tell me; how was there « Cuſtard broken ia . 
o p 

Moth. 1 will tell you ſenũbly. — 
| Cob. Thou halt no feeling of it, Moth, 


I will ſpeak that Lenvey. 


I Coftard run out, that was ſafely withis, 
Fell over the Threſhold, and broke my Shin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this Matter. 
Coſt. Till there be more Matter in the Shin. 
Arm. Sirrah, Coſtard, I will infranchiſe thee. 
Coſt. O, Marry me to one Francis, I imell ſome Lenvey, | 
ſome Goole in this. 
Arm. By my ſweet Soul, 1 mean ſetting thee at Liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy Perſon; thou wert immur'd, re- 
ſtrained, captivated, bound. 
Cat. True, true, and now v will be my Purgation, 
and let me looſe. 
Arm. 1 give thee thy Liberty, ſet thee from durarce, and 
in lieu thereof, i e on thee nothing but this; bear this 
ſignificant to the try-Maid Faquenetra; there is Re- 


muneration, for the beſt ward of mine Honours is reward 
ng my Dependants. Moth, follow. — [Exit 
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Moth, Like the Sequel I. 
Signior Coſtard adieu. [ Exit. 
Coſt. My ſweet Ounce of Man's Fleſh, my in-cony Few r 
Now will I look to his Remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latin Word for three Far- 
things: Three Farthings Remuneration, What's the Price 
of this Incle? a Penny. No, Til give you a Remu- 
neration: Why? It carries its Remuneration: Why? 
It is a fairer Name than 2 French- Crown. 1 will never 
8 buy and fell out of this Word. 
Enter Biron. 
Biron. O my good Knave Coſtard, exceedingly well met, 
Coft. Pray you Sir, how much Carnation Ribbon my 
a Man buy for a Remuneration? £ 
Biron. What is a Remuneration? 
_ Coſt. Marry Sir, half-penny Farthing. 
Biron. O, why then three Pankiags wank of Silk. 
Coſt. I thank your Worſhip, God be with you. 
Biron. O ſtay Slave, I muſt employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my Favour, my good Knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat 
Cat. When would you have it done, Sir? 
Biron O this Afternoon. 
Coſt. Well, I will do it Sir: Fare you well. 
Bion. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
Caſt. 1 ſhall know, Sir, when I have done it. 
Biron. Why Villain, thou maſt know firſt. 3 
_ Cofi. 1 * to your Worſhip to Morrow Morning. 
Biron. It muſt be done this Afternoon. | 
Hark Slave, it is but this: | 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the Park: 
And in her Train there is a gentle Lady; 
When Tongues ſpeak ſweetly, then they name her Name, 
And Roſalme they call her; ask for her, | 
And to her white Hand ſee thou do commend 
This ſeal d up Counſel. There's thy Guerdon; go, 
Cat. Guerdon, O ſweet Guerdon, better than Remu- 
neration, eleven Pence Farthing better: Moſt ſweet Guer- 
don. I wul do it, Sir, in Print Guerdon, Remuneration, 
| Erie. 
Biron. 


— 
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Biron. O! and I forſoeth in Love, 

[Fxit. I that have been Love's Whip; HW 

Jen, A very Beadle to a humorous Sigh: A Critick 
Nay, a Night-watch Conſtable. 

Far- A domineering Pedant o'er the Boy, 

Price Than whom no Mortal more magnificent. 

emu- This whimpled, whining, purblind wayward Boy, 

Why? This Signior Funds Giant Dwarf, Don Cupid, 

never Regent of Love- rimes, Lord of folded Arms, 

| Th anointed Soveraign of Sighs and Groans: 


Leige of all Loyterers, and Malecontents : 
I met, Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpieces. 
| may Sole Imperator, and Great General 
0 Of trotting Parators (O my little Heart!) 
And I to be a Corporal of his Field, E Oh 
| And wear his Colours like a Tumbler's Hoop! 
"TH What? I love! I ſfuei 1 ſeek a Wife, . 
| A Woman, that is like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing; ever out of Frame, 
And never going aright, being but a Watch, 
But being watch'd, that it may ftill go right. 
Nay to be perjur'd, which is worſt of all 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitely Wanton with a Velvet Brow, 
With two Pitch Balls ſtuck in her Face for Eyes, 
Ay, and by Heav'n, one that will do the Deed, 


Tho? Argus were her Eunuch and her Guard; 
ning. And I to ſigh for her! to watch for her! | 
To pray for her! go too: It is a Plague 
That Cxpid will impoſe for my neglect 
Of his almighty, dreadful, little Might. 
Well, 1 will love, write, figh, pray, ſue and groan, 


ame, Some Men muſt love my Lady, and ſome Joan. " [Exie: 


3 Love's Labour's bft. 
ACTIV. SCENE I. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, Lords, 
Attendants, and a Foreſter. 
Prin. XK 7 AS chat the King that ſpur d his Horſe ſo hard 
Againſt the ſteep upriſing of the Hill? 

Boyer. I know not, but 1 think it was net he. 
Prin. Who Cer he was, he fſhew'd a mounting Mind. 
Well Lords, to Day we ſhall haye our diſpatch, 

On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then Forefter, my Friend, where is the Buſh 
That we muſt ſtand and play * 1 in? 
For. Hereby upon the of yonder Coppice, 

A ftand wins _—— the faireſt ſhoot. 

Prin. 1 thank my Beauty, I am fair that ſhoot, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak'ſt the faireſt ſhoot. 
Fer. Pardon me, for I meant not ſo. 5 

Prin. What. what? Firſt praiſe me, then again ſay no. 
O ſhort-liv'd Pride! Not Fair? alack for wo! 

For. Yes Madam, Fair. 5 | 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now, _ 1 
Where Fair is not, Praiſe cannot mend the Brow. 
Here, good my Glaſs, take this for telling true; 

Fair Payment for foul Words is more than due. 
For. Nothing but Fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin. See, ſee, my Beauty will be ſav'd by Merit. 

O Hereſic in fair, fit for theſe Days, 

A giving Hand, though foul, ſhall have fair Praiſe. 

But come, the Bow; now Mercy goes to kill, 

And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I fave my Credit in the ſhoot, 

| Not wounding, Pity would not let me do't: 

If wounding, then it was to ſhew my Skill, 

That more for Praiſe than Purpoſe meant to kill. 

And out of Queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes, 

_ Glory grows guilty of deteſted Crimes, 

When for Fame's fake to praiſe an outward Part, 

We bend eo that, the workiay of the Heart, 

— 8 wn 


To one Lady Roſaline. 


truer than Truth it ſelf; have Commiſerarion on thy de- 
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As I for Praiſe alone now ſeek to ſpill 
The poor Deer's Bled, that my Heart means no Ill. 
- Boyer. Do not curſt Wives hold that ſelf * 
Only for Praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords o er their Lords? 

Prin. Only for Praiſe, and Praiſe we may afford 
To any Lady that ſubdues her Lord. | 

Enter Coſtard. 

Boyet. Here comes a Member of the common- wealth. 

Coſt. God dig · you- den all, pray you which is the head 
Lady? 
Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, Fellow, by the reſt that 
Sf Which i the gend Lad the higheſt ? 

Which is the great x ? 

81. The thickeſt — the talleſt | 
Cf. The thickeſt and the talleſt ? it is ſo, truth is truth. | 
And your Waſte, Miſtreſs, were as {lender as my Wit, 
One a theſe Maids Girdles for your Waſte ſhould be fit. 
Are not you the chief Woman? You are the thickeſt here. 


Prin. What's your Will, Sir? What's your Will? 


Coſt. I have a Letter from Monfieur Biron, 


Prin. O thy Letter, 1222 He's a good Friend of 


| Boyet, you can — 
Break up this Capon. 


Boyet. I am bound to ſerre. 


This Letter is miſtook, it importeth nc none here; 


It is writ to Faquenerta. 
Prin. We ill read it, I fwear. 
Break the Neck of the Wes, ind every one give Bar 


v Heaven, that Gow art Fair, is moſt infallible; true 
that thou art Beauteous; Truth it ſelf that Ns . art 
Lovely; more fairer than Fair, beautiful than Beautecus, 


roical Vaſſal. The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King 
Copherua ſet Eye upon the * and indubitate 
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Heart on thy erery Part. 
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Beggar Zenelophon.; and he ic was that might rightly ſay, 
Veni, vidi, vici; which to Anatomize in the Vulgar, (O 


baſe and obſcure Vulgar!) videlicet, he came, ſaw and 
overcame; he came one, ſaw two, overcome three. 
| Who came? the King. Why did he come? to ſee. 


Why did he ſee? to evercome. To whom came he? to 
the Beggar. What ſaw he? the Beggar. Who overcame 
he? the Beggar. The Concluſion is Victory ; On whoſe 


| fide? the King's; the Captive is inrich d: On whoſe fide? 


the Beggar's. The Cataſtrophe is a Nuptial: On whoſe 


fide? the King's? No, on both in one, or one in both: [I 
am the King, ( for ſo ſtands the Compariſon) thou the 


Beggar, for ſo witneſſeth thy Lowlineſs. Shall I com- 
mand thy Love? I may. Shall I enforce thy Love? I 
could. Shall I entreat thy Love? I will. What fhalc 


thou exchange for Rags? Robes; for Tittles? Titles; for 
thy ſelf? me. Thus expecting thy Reply, I prophane 


my Lips on thy Foot, my Eyes on thy Picture, and wy 


une in the deareft deſign of Tnduftry, = 
Don Adriana de Armado: 


*Gainſt thee thou Lamb, that ſtandeſt as his Prey: 


Submiſſive fall his princely Feet before, 


And he from Forage will incline to play, 


But if thou ſtrive (poor Soul) what art thou then? 
Food for his Rage, Repaſture for his Den. * 

Prin. What Plume of Feather is he that indited this 
Letter? What Vane ? What Weathereock ? Did you ever 


hear better? X's 


Beyer. I am much deceived, but I remember the Stile. 
Prin. Elſe your Memory is bad, going oer it ere while. 
Bayet. This Armads is a Spaniard that keeps here in Court, 


To the Prince and his Book mates. 


A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one that makes Sport 


Trin Thou Fellow, a Word. 
Wbo gave thee this Letter? 


Prix. 
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ay, Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt thou 2 it? 

(O Coſt. From my Lord to my 

and Prin. From which Lord to eich 7 " | REPEL 

ee. Coft. From my Lord Berown, a good Maſter of mine, 
ee. To a Lady of France that he call d Roſaline. 

to Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his Letter. Come Lords away: 
me Here Sweet, put up this, twill be thine another Day. 
ole [ Exennt. 
de? | Boyet. Who is the Shooter? who is the Shooter? 
ofe Roſa. Shall I teach you to know? _ 
* 1 Boyet. Ay, my Continent of Beauty. 

the Roſa. Why ſhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off. 
m- MM, My Lady goes to kill Horns; but if thou marry, 
& me by the Neck, if Horns that Year * 
halt Fink, put on. 

for Roſe "Well then, lam the Shooter. 
ane _ Boyer. And who is your Deer? 

my Roſa, If we chuſe by Horns, your felf; come not near. 

| Finely put on indeed. 
Mar. Tou ſtill wrangle with her, Boe, and he Arikes 


at the Brow. 
Boyet. But ſhe her ſelf is hit lower. 
Have I hit her now? | | 
| Roſa. Shall 1 come upon thee wich an old ng, that 
WE TIT Ld ohms = fo | 
as touching the hit ir. 
Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that was 


a Woman, when Queen Guinover of Britain was a little. 
, Wench, as touching the hit ir. 
this Rua. Thou can'it not hit it, hit it, kit i it. 
Wer | Thou can'ſt not hit ir, my good Man. 
| Baeyet. 1 cannot, cannot, cannot. | 
* And I caunot another can. | [Exi Roſa. 


 Coft. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did fit it. 
1 A Mark marvellous well ſhot; for they both did 
. | 


Beyer. A Mark, O mark but that Mark! a Mark, fays 


m 
Let the Mark have a Prick int, to meet at, if it may be. 
Mar. Wide o bow Hand, Rich your Hand is out. 
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oe Indeed a'mult ſhoot nearer, o or hell ne'er hit the 
h Out. 


a And if my Hand be out, then belike your Hand 


cal. Then will ſne get the upſnot by cleaving the Pin. 
Mar. Come, come Jo talk greaſily. your Lips grow 
foul. 


| Coft. She's too hard for you at Pricks, Sir, challenge | 
her to bowl. DN: 


Boyer. I fear too much rubbing; good cone good Owl. 
Coſt. By my Soul a Swain, a moſt fimp ie Clown 


Lord, Lord! how the Ladies and I — put kim down. 
O' my troth moſt ſweet , moſt incony vulgar Wit, 


When — ſmoothly off, fo obſcenely, as it were, 
ſo fit | 


Amado o'th one fide, O a moſt dainty Man. 


To ſec him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan. 


To fer him kils his Hand, and how moſt ſweetly he will 


ſwear: 


And his Page o, Yother ade, that handful of Wit, 
5 Ab Heav'ns! it is a moſt pathetical Nit. 


Sowla, * Exun. 
Shout within. 

_ Dull, Holofernes, and Nathaniel. | 

Nath. Very reverent Sport truly, and done in the Teſti- 
mony of a good Conſcience, 

El. The Deer was (as yeu know) fhngaic wa: Bhi, 

as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like z Jewel in 

the Ear of Celo the Sky, the Welkin. the Heav'n. and a- 


non falleth like a Crab on the Face of Terra, the Soil, the 
Land, the Earth. | 


Nath. Truly Maſter the Epitheres are fiveet- 
wind he's Scholar ar the leaf: But, Sir, N 


it was 2 Buck of the firſt Head. 


Hol. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 
Dull. TwWas not a haud credo, bn e Pricket; 3 
Hol. Moſt barbarous Intimation; yet a kind of Inſinu- 


ation, as it were in via, in 2 af Explication facere, as 


T 5 to ſhow as it 


Were 
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were his Inclination after his undreſſed, unpoliſhed, un- 


educated, unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or 
rathereft unconfirmed Faſhion, to inſert again my haud 


| credo for à Deer. 


Dull. I faid the Deer was not a baud credo, *twas a 
Pricket. 

Hol. Twice ſod Sim plicity, bis coctus; O thou Monſter 
Ignorance, how — doeſt thou look ? 

Nath. Sir, he hath neyer fed © on the Dainties that are 

bred in 2 Book. | 

He hath not eat Pa 
He hath not drunk Ink. 8 
His Intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is only an Animal, on- 
ly ſenſible in the duller parts; and ſuch barren Plants are 
1 t before us, that we thankful ſhould be; which we 
taſte, and feeling, are for thoſe Parts that de frutifie in 
us more than he. 
9 indifcreet, ora 
So were there a Patch ſet on Learning, to ſee him in 2 

School. | 
But omne bene ſay I, being of an old Father's Mind, 
Many can brook the Weather, that love not the Wind, : 

Dull. You two are Book-men; Can you tell by your 
Wit, what vas Muth of at Cains Birth, that's not five 
Weeks old as yet? 

Hol. Dans Good-man Dl, Didtima Good-man Dull. 

- Nach. A Title to Phebs, to Las to the Moon, 
Hol. The Moon was a Month old when Adam wasno 
And not. tofive Weeks when became to fiveſcore. 
Th Allafion holds in the Exchange. 

Dull. 'Tis truc indeed, the Colluſion holds in the Ex- 


ge. 
8 God comfortthy Capacity, 1 fay the Allſion bokds | 
in Exec | 
Dull. And Fay the Pollution holds in the . 
for the Moon is never but a Month old; and I fay beude 
.tvwas a Pricket that the Princeſs killd, 


as it were; 
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Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal Epitaph. 
on the Death of the Deer, and to humour the Ignorant,. 
I have call'd the Deer the Princeſs kill'd, a Pricket. 

Nath. Perge good Maſter Holofernes, Perge, fo it ſhall. 

pleaſe you to abrogate Scurrility. _ 

1 "1 will ſomething affect the Letter, for it > 
Faacility. 


5 The praifefal Princeſs pier d and vi 
& pretty pleaſing Pricket. 
Some ſay a Sore, but net a Sore, 
Lill now made fore with 1 
The Dogs did yell, put Ell 10 Sore, 
then Sorrel jumps Thicket ; 
Or Pricket-ſore, or elſe Sorell, 
the People fall a hooting. 
If Sore be Sore, then Ell to Sore, 
make: fifty Sores, O Sorell! 
Of one Sore I an hundred make, 
by addmg but one more L. 


| Nath. A rare Talent. | 
Dull. If a Talent be a Claw, look how he chewy him 
with a Talent. 
Hol. This is a Gift that I have, fim , ſimple; a el 
iſm extravagant Spirit, full of Forms, igures, Shapes. Ob- 
jects, Ideas, Apprehenfions, Motions, Revolutions. Theſe 
are in the Ventricle of Memory, nouriſh'd in the 
Womb of Pia mater, and deliver d upon the mellowing of 
Occaſion; but the Gift is good in thoſe in whom it is a- 
cute, and I am thankful for it. 
Nath. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my 
1 for —— Sons are - woe „ by you, and 
Daughters profit u jou are 3 
— — ofthe 9 oo : 


Hol. Mehercle, If their Sons be ingenuous, they ſhall 
want no Inſtruction: If cheir Daughters be capable, I will 


t it to them. But Vir eb, uu Pauca loquithr, a Soul 
Feminine faluteth us. : : 


EBurer Jaquenetta and Coftard. 
7 at God "0" you good Morrow, Maſter Pat, 
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Hol. Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſon. And if one ſhould be 
pierc'd, which is the one? 


Coſt. Marry Mafter School-maſter, he that is likeſt to 
a Hopſhead. 

Hel. Of piercing a Hogſhead, a good Cluſter of Con- 
ceit in a Tuf of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Peart 
enough for a Swine: 'Tis pretty, it is well. 

Faq. Good Mafter Parſon be ſo good as read me this 


| 122 it was giyen me by Coſtard, and ſent me : from | 


Don Armatho, | beſeech you read it, 


' Nath. Fauſte precor elida quando pec us anne ſub um 
bra ok Jap ſo = Ah * old Mantuan, I 
may ſpeak of thee as the Traveller doth of Venice; Vene- 
chi, venache a, qui non te vide, i non te piaech. Old Man- 
tuan, old Mantuan. Who underſtandeth thee not, ur re 
fol la mi fa. | 

Hol, Under pardon Sir, What are the contents ? Or ra- 
ther, as Horace ſays in his: What! my Soul! Verſcs! 

Nath. Ay Sir, and very learned. 


Fol. Let me hear a Staff, a Stanza, a Verſe; Lage Be. 


* * If Love make me forſworn, how ſhall I ſwear 
to Love? | 


2 never Faith could hold, if not to Beauty nw 


h to my ſelf forſworn, to thee Vil faithful 
Tboſs * ts to me were Oaks, to thee like Oder, 
bovv 
Study his Biaſs leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes; 
Where all thoſe Pleaſures live, that Art would compre 
If 8 be the Mark, to know thee ſhall _— | 
Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee commend; 


| All ignorant that Soul, that ſees thee without Wonder: 


Which is to me ſome Praiſe, that I thy Parts admire; 


Thy Eye 7ove's Lightning bears, thy. Voice is dreadful 


Thunder; | 
Which not to Anger bent, is Muſick, and ſweet Fyc. : 
Celeſtial as thou art, Oh pardon, Love, this Wrong, 

Tha! (ings Heav'ns Praiſe with ſuch an Earthly Tongue: 
Hol, You: find not the Apeſtrophes, and ſo miſs the Ac- 
cent. . me eri the 9 Nath. 
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Nath, Here are only Numbers ratify'd, but for the E- 
legancy, Facility, and golden Cadence of Poetic caret: O- 
vidius Naſo was the Man. And why indeed Nafo, but for 
ſmelling out the odoriferous Flowers of Fancy? The erks 
of Invention imitary is nothing: So doth the Hound his 
Maſter, the Ape his Keeper, the tir'd Horſe his Rider: 
But Damoſella Virgin, was this directed to you? 

Faq. Ay Sir, from one Monſieur Biron, one of the ſtrange 
cen's Lords, Fs 1 Ay 
Nath. 1 will overglance the Superſcript — 

To the ſnow-white Hand of the moſt beauteous Lady, Roſa- 
line. 1 will look again on the Intelle& of the Letter, for 
the Nomination of the Party writing, to the Perſon writ- 

ren unto. e 5 
Tour Ladyſbip's in all deſir d Employment, Biron. 
Dull. Sir Holofernes, this Biron is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath fram'd a Letter to a Se- 

quent of the ſtranger Queen's, which accidentally, or by 
the way of Progreſſion, hath miſcarry'd. Trip and go 
my ſweet ; deliver this Paper into the Hand of the King; 
it may concern much; ſtay not thy Complement; I for- 


give thy Duty: Adieu. 
0 © Fog Quad Coſtard 2 with me. 
Sir, God fave your Life. *' | ns 
_ Coft. Have with thee, my Girl. ¶ Exr. Colt. and Jaq, 
Nath. Sir, you have done this in the Pear of God, very 
Religiouſly: and as a certain Father faith —— | 
Hol. Sir, tell not me of the Father, I do fear coloura- 
dle Colours. But to return to the Verſes: Did they pleaſe 
you, Sir Nathaniel? * ” 


Nach. Marvellous well fot the Pen. 

| Hel. I do dine to Day at the Father's of a certain Pupil 
of mine; where if (being repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe you to gra- 

_ tifie the Table with a Grace: I will on my Priviledge 1 

have with the Parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupil, un- 

dertake your ben vennto, where will I prove thoſe Verſes 

do be very unlearned, neither favouring of Poctry, Wit or 

Invention. I beſeech your Society, x. 


Nath, 


- 
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Nath. And thank too: for Society (faith the Text) 
is the Happineſs of Life. | 
Hol. And certes the Text moft infallibly concludes it. 
Sir, I do invite you too; you ſhall not ſay me nay: Pan- 
ca verba. WY | ZI: 
Away, the Gentles are at their Game, and we will to our 
Recreation. 8 [Exennt. 
Enter Biron with a Paper in his Hand, alone. 
Biron. The King is hunting the Deer. 
Jam courſing my ſelf, * | 
They have pitcht a Toyl, I am toyling in a Pitch, Pitch 
that defiles; defile, a foul Word: Well, ſet thee down Ser- 
row ; for ſo oy ſay the Fool faid, and fo fay I and 1 
the Fool, Well proy'd Wit. By the Lord this Love is as 
mad as Ajax, it kills Sheep, it kills me, I a Sheep. Well 
prov'd again on my Side, I will not love; If 1 do, hang 


me: I'faith I will not. O but her Eye: B this Light, 
but for her Eye, I would net love; yes, for her two Eyes. 


Well I do nothing in the World but lie, and lie in my 
Threat. By Heaven I do love, and it hath taught me to 
Rhime, and to be Melancholly; and here is part cf my 
Rhime, and here my Melancholly. Well ſhe hath ohe of 
my Sonnets already; the Clown bore it, the Fool ſent it, 
and the Lady hath it: Sweet Clown, ſwecter Fool, ſweet- 
eſt Lady! By the World, I would not care a Pin if the o- 
ther three were in. Here comes one with a Paper God 
give him Grace to groan. | [He ſtands aſide. 
| Enter the King. = 
King, Ay me! = Oe N 
Biron. Shot, by Heav'n ! Proceed, fweet Cupid; thou 
haſt thumpt him with thy Birdbolt under the left Pap: 
In faith Secrets. 8 | EE, 
King. So {ſweet a Kiſs the golden Sun gives not, 
To thoſe freſh Morning Drops upon the Roſe, 
As thy Eye beams when their freſh Rays have ſmote 
The Night of Dew that on my Checks down flows; 
Nor ſhines the ſilver Moon o e half fo bright, | 
D the Tranſparent Buoſom of the Deep, 
As doth thy Face through Tears of mine give Light; 
Thou ſhin ſt in every Tear that 1 do weep; "ka 
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Disfigure not his Shop. 


4 Love's Labour's loſt. 


No Drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my Wee. 


Do but behold the Tears that ſwell in me, 


And they thy Glory through my Grief will ſhew; 


But do not love thy ſelf, then thou wilt keep 


My Tears from Glaſles, and ſtill make me p. 
O Queen of Queens, how far do'ſt thou excel! 
No Thought can think, nor Tongue of Mortal tell, 
How ſhe ſhall know my Griefs? I'll drop the Paper; 


Sweet Leaves ſhade Folly. Who is he comes here? 


Enter Longavile. [The King ſteps aſide. 
What! Longavile! and — * Liſten Ear. * 
Biron. Now in thy Likeneſs one more Fool appears. 
Long. Ay me, I am forſworn. 85 
Biron. Why he comes in like a Perjur d, wearing Papers. 
King. In Love I hope, ſweet Fellow ſhip in Shame. 
King. One Drunkard loves another of the Name. 
Long. Am l the firſt that have been perjur'd ſo? (know; 
Biron. 1 could put thee in Comfort: Not by two that I 


Thou mak'ſt the Triumviry, the three Corner-Cap of 


Societ 


The Shape 33 Tiburn, that hangs up Simplicity. 


Tong. I fear theſe ſtubborn Lines lack Power to move: 
O ſweet Maria, Empreſs of my Love. EE 
Theſe Numbers will 1 tear, and write in Proſe. 

Biron. O Rhimes are Guards on wanton Cxpid's Hoſe : 


Long. This ſame ſhall ge. [He reads the Sonnet. 
Gainſt whom the World cannot hold Argument; 
Perfwade my Heart to this falſe Perjury? 
Vows for thee broke deſerve not Puniſhment: 
A Woman I forſwore, but I will prove, 
Thou being a Goddeſs, I forſwore not thee, 
My Vow was earthy, thou a heav/nly Love: 
Thy G race being gam d, cures all Diſgrace in me. 
Vows are but Breath, and Breath a Vapour is, 


Ihen thou fair Sun, which on my Earth dof. ſhine 


Exhal'ſt this Vapour-Vow; in ther it is; 
Ff broken then, it is no Fault of my mine; 


Love's Labour's oft. 43 


If by me broke, what Fool. is not ſo wiſe, 
To loſe an Oath to win a Paranſet 


iran. This is the Liver: vein, which makes Fleſh aDeity: 
A green Gooſe a Goddeſs, pure Idolatry. 
| God amend us, God e e are much out o'th? way. 
Gn Enter Dumain. 
Long. By whom ſhall f ſend this! (Company? ) Stay. 
Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant Play; 
Like a Demy God, here fit I in the Sky: 
And wretched Fools Secrets headfully o'er eye: 
More Sacks to the Mill! O Heav'ns I have my Wiſh, 
Dumain transform'd ; four Woodcocks in a Diſh. | 
Dum. O moſt Divine Kate! 
Biron. O moſt prophane Coxcomb! 
Dum. By Heav'n the Wonder of a mortal Eye! 
Biron. By Earth ſhe is not; Corporal, there you lie. 
Dum. Her Amber Hairs for Foul have Amber coted. 
Biron. An Amber. colour d Raven was well noted. 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. 
Biron. Stoop I fay, her Shoulder i is with Child. 
Dum. As fair as Day. 
Biron. Ay as ſome Js; but chen no Sun mult ſhine. 
Dum. O that I had my Wiſh! | 
Long. And I had mine, 
= King. And mine too, good Lord, 
wet. Brow. Amen, ſo I had mine. Is not that a good Word? 
8 Dum. 1 would forget her, but a Feyer ſhe 
Reigns in my Blood, and w.ll remembred be. 
Biron. A Fever in your Blood! Why then Incifion | 
Would let her out in Sawcers, ſweet Miſpri 
Dum. Once more I'll read the Ode that 1 have writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll mark how Love can vary Wit, 


Dumain read. his Sonnet. 
alack the | 
7 Month is on, May, 


Syd Bloſſom paſſing fair, 
Flay Laying in i wavon Air: 


44 Love's Labour's luſt. 


Through the Velvet Leaves. the Wind, 
All i, can Paſſage find. | 
That the Lover ſick to Death. | 
Wiſh'd himſelf the Heavn's Breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy Cheeks may blow, 
Air, — I might triumph ſo. 

But alack my Hand is ſworn, 

Ne'er to pluck thee thy Thorn: 
_ Vow alack for Youth unmet, 
e ſo Tr r 70 pluc a Sweet. 
it Sm in me, 
Ther 7 I am forſworn for thee. 
Thom for whom ev'n Jove nds Prog 

Juno but an Ethiope were, 

And deny himſelf for 59K 
Turning Mortal for thy Love 


This will I (end, and — o elſe n more plain, 
That ſhall expreſs my true Love's faſting Pain: 
O would the King. Biron and Longavile, 
Were Lovers too, ill to example ill 
Would from my Fore-head wipe a a perjur'd Note: 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Lon. Dumain, *. Love is far from Charity, 
That in Loves Grief deſir'ſt Society: [Coming forward. 
You ma ay look pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be oer- heard. and taking napping ſo. 


| King. Come, Sir, you bluſh; as his, your Caſcis ſuch, 

[Coming 13 

You chide at him, offending twice as much. 

You do not love Maria, Longavile 

Did never Sonnet for her fake compile? 

Nor never lay'd his wreathed Arms athwart 

His loving Boſom, to keep down his Heart? 

I have been cloſely ſhrowded in a Buſh 

And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 

T heard your : pulley Rimes, obſery'd your Faſhion; 

_ Saw Sighs reek from you, noted well your Paſſion. | 

Ay me!ſays one; O Fove! the other cries; 4 

Her Hairs were Gold, Cryftal the others Eyes. * | 
ou 


Tou 


Love's Labour's loft, 45 
You would for Paradiſe break faith and troth, 

And Fove for your Love would infringe an Oath. 

What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 

A Faith infringed, which ſuch Zeal did ſwear? 

How will he ſcorn? how will he ſpend his Wit? 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it? 

For all the Wealth that ever I did ſee, 

I would not have him know ſo much by me. 

Biron. Now ftep I forth to whip Hypocriſie. | 
Ay good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. Coming forward. 
Good heart, what Grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe Worms for loving, that art moſt in love? 

Your Eyes do make no Coaches in your Tears, 
There is no certain Princeſs that appears ? 
You'll not be perjur'd, tis a hateful thin; 

Tuſh; none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting. 

But are you not aſham'd? Nay, are you not 

All three of you, to be thus much o'er-ſhor? 
You found his Mote, the King your Mote did ſee: 
But I a Beam do find in each of three, 

O what a Scene of Fool'ry have I ſeen, 

Of Sighs, of Groans, ef Sorrow, and of Teen? 

O me, with what ſtrict Patience have l fat, 

— King — a Gnat? 

To ſee great H whipping a Gi 

And profound Solomon — —4 . 

And Neſtor play at Puſh-pin with the Boys, 

And Critick Tymon laugh at idle Toys, 

Where lyes thy Grief? O tell me good Dumain; 
And gentle Longavile, where lyes thy Pain? 
And where my Liege's? all about the Breaft. 
A Candle hoa! ys 

King. Too bitter is thy Jeſt, 8 
Are we betrayed thus to thy Over-view? 

Biron, Not you by me, but | berraycd to you. 
1 that am honeft, I that hold it Sin, | 
To break the Vow I am engaged in. 

I am betray'd by keeping Company 
With Men, like Men of firange Inconſtaney. 


— =» bo — _ — — 
K — - — 
2 — . < 2 2 — 9 D 
—— — 
OW — oo — —/ʒF1 j —— — —ͤä——  — — 
— — 


> . 
— — -_- 


3 x 
4 1 
\ 
F 1 
* 
: 
1 
= 
I | 
4 
| | 
1 


— —_— — * * a « * +4 * 
- 6 - * ** 
— — * — — — — 2 Py * - — S- 21 > 
— dd . — — — — w_ — — 
5 „ * 23 . —— — — 
— — I * n L. * — . 2 — 
$ 0 5 5 - I - 0 
. . 7˙»-— - 
: ” " : 2 wa... — Op * * 2 n — « 0 
A F - 5 : e * ai. . — — 
= nn - 2 . 8 2 = _— | —_— . 74 ; x 83 . ini 5 4 6 : — . — == 
n . _ — - : 2 "x Fad C o < P a 
* © - > -_ - 17 27 88 * 1 "< » | — 4 W WI = : PE = 7 . 7 yt « £4 =y g 
_— N * b . l 5. Pres 3 = . 2 + ö . g - 6 . So — 
P 4 * » - — - W by . — de » _ a 1 *» ' vos . — 4 = f * Sol * * a + 4s 
. — ä * - * . . R —— ” : — — — + * — 3 — 
—— ” — . — 1 2 — — ” . : < 


by py * 
— 


Or groan for Joan? or ſpend a Minute's time 
Will praiſe a Hand, a Feot, a Face, an Eye, 
A Gate, a State, a Brow, a Breaſt, a Waite, 


A true Manor a Thief, that gallops ſo. 


Our Parſon miſdoubts it: it was Treaſon he ſaid. 
Where hadſt thou it? 


feꝛnr it. 


hear it. 


| He, he, and 


46 Love's Labour's bft. 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing i in Rhime? 
Ia pruning me? When ſhall you hear that |. 


A Leg, a Limb? 
King. Soft, whither away ſo faſt? 


Biron. I poſt from Love, good Lover let me go. 
| Enter and Coſtard. 
aq. God bleſs t 
King. What Preſent haſt thou there? 
Coſt. Some certain Treaſon. 
King. What makes Treaſon here? 
- Nay it makes nothing, Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 
The Treaſon and you go in Peace together. 
Faq. I beſeech your Grace, let this Letter be read, 


King. Biron. Read it over. [He reads the Letter. 
Faq. Of Caſtard. 0 
King. Where hadſt thou it? . 

Coſt. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio, | 
Ring. How now, what is in you? why doſt thou tear it? 
Biron. A Toy, my Liege, a Top: Your Grace needs not 


Long. It did move him to Paſſion, and therefore let's 


Dum. It is Birew's Writing, and here is his Name. 
Biron. Ah you whoreſon Loggerhead, you wes born 

to do me Shame. 
Guilty my Lord, guilty: I confeſs, I confeſs. 
King. What? 

Biron. That you three Fools nackt me Fool to make up 

the Meſs. | 
ou: and you my Li and 5 
Are Pick- purſes in a ch. we En to dye. 
92 and I ſhall tell you more. 


Dum. 


Love's Labour's loft. 47 


Dam. Now the Number is even. 
Biron. True, true, we are four: 
Will theſe Turtles be gone? | 
King. Hence, Sirs, away. i 1 
Coſt. Walk aſide the true Folk, and let the Traitors ſtay. 
Biron. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace: 
As true we are as Fleſh and Blood can be. 
The Sea will ebb and flow, Heav'n will ſhew his Face: 
Young Blood doth not obey an old Decree. 
We cannot croſs the Cauſe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworn. 5 
King. What, did theſe rentlines ſhew ſome Love of 
_ thine? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who ſees the heavenly 
Roſaline, | | ; 


| That (like a rude and ſavage Man of Inde) 


At the firſt opening of the gorgeous Eaſt, 
Bows not his v Head, and ſtrucken blind, 
Kiſſes the baſe e a CO Breaſt? 
What peremptory Eagle-ſighted Eye 
Dares Nook - "q * of = Brow, 
That is not blinded by her Majeſty? ORs FR 

King. What Zeai, what Fury bath inſpir'd thee now? 
My Love (her Miſtreſs) is a gracious Moon, 
She (an attending Star) ſcarce ſeen a Light, 

Biron. My Eyes are then no Eyes, nor I Biron. 
O but for my Love, Day would turn to Night, 
Of all Complexions the cull'd Soveraignty, 
Do meet as at a Fair in her Fair Cheek; 
Where ſeveral Worthies make one Dignity, 
Where nothing wants that Want it ſelf doth feek. 
Lend me the Flouriſh of all gentle Tongues; 
Fie painted Rhetorick, O ſhe needs it not: 
To Things of Sale, a Seller's Praiſe belongs: 
She paſſes Praiſe, then Praiſe too ſhort doth blot: 
A wither'd Hermite, fiveſcore Winters worn, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her Eye: 
Beauty doth varniſh Age, as if new born, 
And gives the Crutch the Cradle's Infancy. 
© 'tis the Sun that maketh all things ſhine, = 


King, 


43 Lovs's Labour's bf. 


King. By Heaven thy Love is Black as Ebony. 
10 Biron. Is Ebony like her? O Word Divine! 
Wil IF . A Wife of ſuch Wood were Felicity. 2 
Ci O who can give an Oath? Where is a Book? 
WET -4 That I may ſwear Beauty doth Beauty lack, 
Si! 416 If that ſhe learn not of her Eye to look: 
1 | No Face is fair that is not full fo black. 3 
1 EKing. O Paradox, black is the Badge of Hell; 
| 11 | The Hue of Dungeons, and the School of Night; 
Fi ek And Beauty's Creſt becomes the Heayens well. 
M || 14 |  Biron. Devils ſooneſt tempt reſembling Spirits of Light: 
1 1 | O, if in black my Lady's Brow be deckt: 
1 It mourns, that painting and uſurping Hair 
11 Should raviſh Doters with a falſe Aſpect- 
1 And therefore is ſne born to make black fair. 
1 Her Fayour turns the Faſhion of the Days, 
| | For native Blood is counted Painting now; 
And therefore red that would avoid Diſpraiſe, 


_ Paints it ſelf black. to imitate her Brow. i 
Dum. To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers black. 
Long. And ſince her time, are Colliers counted bright: 
King. And Ethiops of their ſweet Complexion crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for Dark is Light. 
-  Biron. Your Miſtreſſes dare never come in Rain, 
For fear heir Colours ſhould be waſht away. IE 
King. *Twere good yours did: for, Sir, to tell you plain, 
Tl find a fairer Face not waſht to Day, 
Biron. 1'll prove her fair, or talk till Dooms-day here. 
King. No Devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſne. 
Dum | never knew Man hold vile Stuff fo dear. | 
Long. Look, here's thy Love, my Foot and her Face ſee, 
Bron. O if the Streets were paved with thine Eyes, 
Her Feet werc much too dainty for ſuch Tread. 
Dum. O vile! then as ſhe goes, what « vg lyes 
The Street ſhould fee as ſhe walk'd over head. | 
King But what of this, are we not all in Love? 
Biron. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forſworn. 
King. Then leave this Chat, and good Biroznew prove 
Our loving lawful, and our Faith not torn, 
Dum. Ay marry there, ſome Flattery for this Evil. 
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Love's Labour's . 49 
Long. O ſome Authority how to proceed, 
Some Tricks, ſome Quillets, how to cheat the Devil. 
Dum. Some Salve for Perjury. 
Biron. O tis more than need. 
Have at you then Affections, Men at Arms, 
Conſider what you firſt did ſwear unto: 
To faſt to ſtudy, and to ſee no Woman; 
Flat Treaſon gainſt the kingly State of Youth. 
Say, Can you faſt? your Stomachs are too young: 
And Abſtinence ingenders Maladies. | 
ight: And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that each of you hath forſworn his Book. 
Can you ſtill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the Ground of Study's Excellence, 
Without the Beauty of a Woman's Face; 
From Womens Eyes this Doctrine I derive, 
They are the Ground, the Books, the Academes, 
From whence doth ſpring the true Promethean Fire: 
Why, univerſal Plodding poiſons up | * 
The nimble Spirits in the Arterie 
As Motion and long during Action tires 
The ſinewy Vigour of the Traveller. 
Now for not looking on a Woman's Face, 
You have in that forſworn the uſe of Eyes: 
And Study too, the Cauſer of your Vow. 
For where is any Author in the World, 
Teaches ſuch Beauty as a Woman's Eye? 
Learning is but an Adjunct to our felf, 
And where we are our Learning likewiſe is. 
Then when our ſelves we ſee in Ladies Eyes, 
Do we not likewiſe ſee our Learning there? 
O, we have made a Vow to Study, Lords, 


7 Ind in that Vow we have forſworn our Books: 
For when would you, my Liege, or you, or you. 
> In Leaden Contemplation have found out 


: Such Fiery. Numbers as the prompting Eyes 
prove Of Beauty's Tutors have enrich'd you with? 

Other flow Arts entirely keep the Brain; 

1. And therefore finding barren Practiſers, 

Long. Vor. II. C | Scarc: 
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Subtle as a Sphinx, as {ſweet and muſical 


til his Ink were temper d with Love's Sighs 


50 Love's Labour's loft. 
| Scarce ſhew a Harveſt of their heavy Toil. | 


But Love firſt learned in a Lady's Eyes, 


Lives not alone immured in the Brain: 


But with the motion of all Elements 
Courſes as ſwift as Thought in every Power, 
And gives to every Power a double Power, 


Above their Functions and their Offices. 


It adds a precious ſeeing to the Eye: 
A Lover's Eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 
A Lover's Ear will hear the loweſt Sound, 


When the ſuſpicious Head of Theft is ſtopt. 


Love's feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 
Than are the tender Horns of cockled Snails. 
Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in Taſte; 
For Valour, is not Love a Hercules? | 

Still climbing Trees in the Heſperides. 


As bright Apollo Lute, ſtrung with his Hair: 


And when Love ſpeaks, the Voice of all the Gods, 
Make Heav'n drowtie with the Harmony. 


Never durſt Poet touch a Pen to write, 


O then his Lines would ravifh Savage Ears, & 
And plant in Tyrants mild Humility, 


From Womens Eyes this Doctrine I derive: 


They ſparkle ſtill the right Promethean Fire, 
They are the Books, the Arts, the Acadames, 
That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the World; 
Elſe none at all in ought proves excellent. 


Then Fools you were, theſe Women to forſwear: 
Or keeping what is ſworn, you will prove Fools. 


For Wiſdom's ſake (a Word that all Men love) 


Or for Love's fake, a Word that loves all Men: 


Or for Mens fake, the Author of theſe Women, 


Or Womens ſake, by whom we Men are Men; 
Let us once loſe our Oachs, to find our ſelves; 
Or elſe we lole cur ſelves, to keep our Oaths. 
It is Religion to be thus forſworn, 8 


For Charity it felt fulfils the Law ; 
And who can ſever Loye from Charity? 


Love's Labour's of. 51 


Xing. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field! 
Biren. Advance your Standards, and upon them, Lords; 
Pell, mell, down with them: But be firſt advis d, 
In Conflict that you get the Sun of them. _ 
Long. Now to Plain-dealing, lay theie Gloſſes by, 
Shall we reſolve to woo theſe Girls of France? 
King. And win them too; thersfore let us deviſe 
Some Entertainment for them in their Tents: | 
Biron. Firſt from the Park let us conduct them thither, 
Then homeward every Man attach the Hand 8 
Of his fair Miſtreſs; in the Afternoon 
We will with ſome ſtrange Paſtime ſolace them, 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape: 
For Revels, Dances, Masks, and merry Hours, 
Forerun fair Love, ſtrewing her Way with Flowers. 
King. Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 
That will betime, and may by us be fitted, 
Birm. Alone, alone ſowed Cockel, reap'd no Corn, 
And Juſtice always whirls in equal Mealure : 
Light Wenches may prove Plagues to Men forſworn, 
If ſo, our Copper buys no better Treaſure, Exemt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel and Dull. 
Pol: C Atis quod ſufficit. . 9 0 
Nath. I praiſe God for you, Sir, your Reaſons at 
Dinner have been ſharp and ſententious; pleaſant without 
Scurrility, witty without Affectation, audacious without 
Impudency, learned without Opinion, and ſtrange with- 
out Hereſie: I did converſe this quondam-Day with a 
2 of the King's, which is intituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriana de Armado. 5 
Hol. Novi hominem tanquem te. His Humour is lofty, 
his D ſcourſe 8 his Tongue filed, his Eye am- 


bitious, his Gate majeltical, and his general Behaviour 


vain, ridiculous, and Thraſonical. He is toe picked, too 
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52 Love's Labour's loft. 


ſuch Rackers of Orthography, as do ſpeak dout fine, 


mu ad 1 


ble: It infiguateth me of Infamy: Ne inzelligis Domine, to 


ſerve. 


and ſtole the Scraps. 


| tibus: Thou art cater ſwallow d than a * 


er the fifth if I. 


ſpruce, too affected, wy odd, as it were, too peregrinate, 
as I may call it. 

Nath. A moſt ſingular and 8 Epithet. 

[ Draws out his Table-Book. 

Hol. He draweth out the Thread of his Verboſity finer 

than the Staple of his Argument. I abhor ſuch phanatical 

Phantaſms, lach inſoc ĩab ble and point deviſe Companions, 


when he ſhould ſay doubt; det, when he ſhould pro- 
nounce debt; d, e, b, t; not det: He clepeth a Calf, Cauf : 
half, haut: Ne ghbour vocatur nebour ; neigh abreviated 

ne: This is abominable, which we would call abhomina- 


make Frantick, Lunatick ? 
Nath. Laus deo, bene incelligo. 
Hol. Bome boon fer boon preſcian; a little Rank will 


NE Enter Armado, Moth and Collard. . 
Nath. Vides ne quis venit? 
Hol. Video ( gaudeo. 
Arm Chirra. | 
Hol. Ouare Chirra, not Sera! 3 
Arm. Men of Peace well incountred. 
Hol. Moſt Military Sir, Salutation. 
Moth. They have been at a great Feaſt of Languages, 


Caſt. O they have liv'd long on the Alms-basket of Words. 
I marvel thy Maſter hath not eaten thee for a Word, for 
thou art not ſo long by the Head as Honorificabilitudinita- 


Moth. Peace, the Peal begins. 

Arm. Monſieur, are you not lettered? 

Moth. Yes, yes, he teaches Boys the Horn-book: 
What is AB ſpelt backward with the Horn on his Head? 

Hol. Ba. pueritia with a Horn added. 

Meth. Ba, moſt ly Sheep, with a Horn. You hea 
his Learning. 

Hol. Quis quis, thou e 7 B 

Moth. The lat of the five Vowels, if you repeat them, 


Hol. 


them, 
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Hol. I will repeat them, a e 1— | 

Moth. The Sheep; the other two concludes it o u. 

Arm. Now by the ſalt Wave of the Medrreranewn, 1 
ſweet touch, a quick Venew of Wit; ſnip, ſnap, quick 
and home; it rejoiceth my Intellect; true Wit. 

— Offer d by a Child to an old Man: which is Wit- 
» 

Hol. What is the Figure? What i is the Figure? 
Moth. Horns. 
Hol. Thou diſputeſt like an Infant; go. whip thy Gigg. 

Moth, Lend me your Horn to make one, and 1 will 
whip about your Infamy mum cita, a Gigg of a Cuck- 
ald's Horn. 

Coft. And I had but one Penny in the World, thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger-bread; Hold. there is the 
very Remuneration I had of thy Maſter, thou Half. penny 
Purſe of Wit, thou Pidgeon-egg of Diſcretion. O, and 
the Heav'ns were fo pleaſed, that thou wert but my Ba- 
ſtard! What a joyful Father 'wouldſt thou make me? Go 
2 thou haſt it ad dunghil, at the Finger's cn, OT 


N Oh, I ſmell falſe Latin, danghil for unguem. : 

Arm. Artſ man preambula; we will be tingled from 
the Barbarous. Do ycu not educate Youth at the . 
houſe on the Top of the Mountain ? 

Hol. Or Mons the Hill. 

Arm. At your ſweet Pleaſure, for the Mountain, 

Hol. I do ſans queſtion. 

Arm. Sir, it is Ko King's moſt ſweet Pleaſure and Af. 


fection, to congratulate the Princeſs at her Pavilion, in 


the poſteriors of this Day, which the rude Multitude cal 
the Afternoon. 
Hol. The Poſterior of the Day, moſt generous Sir, is li- 
able, congruent, and meaſurable for the Afternoon: The 
Word is well culrd, choice, ſweet, and apt, 1 do aſſure 
you Sir, I do aſſure. 
Um Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and m Fa- 
miliar, I do aſſure ye, my very Friend; for what is 
inward between us, let it paſs I do beſeech thee, re- 
member thy Curtelie——] peck thee apparel thy Head, ; 
C3. 
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and among other importunate and moſt ſerious Deſigns, 
and of great import indeed too But let that paſs, for 1 
muſt tell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (by the World) ſome- 
time to lean upon my poor Shoulder, and with his Royal 
Finger thus dally with my Excrement, with my Muſta- 
chio; but, ſweet Heart, let that e But the World 1 
recount no Fable; ſome certain ſpecial Honours it plea- 
ſeth his Greatneſs to impart to Armado a Soldier, a Man 
of Travel, that hath ſeen the World; but let that paſs----- 
the very all of all is But, ſweet Heart, I do implore 
Secrecy—— that the King would haye me preſent the 
Princeſs (ſweet Chuck) with ſome delightful Oſtentation, 
or Show, or Pageant, or Antick, or Fire- work. Now un- 
derſtanding that the Curate and your fſwcet ſelf are 7 
(as 
it were) I have acquainted you withal, to the end to 


erave your Aſſiſtance. 


Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine Wor- 
thies. Sir, as concerning ſome Entertainment of Time, 
ſeme Show in the Poſter:or of this Day, to be rendred b 


our Aſſiſtants at the King's Command, and this moſt gal- 


lant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before the Princeſs : 


I fay none fo fit as to preſent the nine Worthies. 


Nath. Where will you find Men worthy enough 0 
preſent them? 1 5 e 
Hol. Foſua, your ſelf, this gallant Gentleman Judas 


 Machabens, this Swain (becauſe of his great Limb or Joint) 


fhall paſs Pompey the Great, and the Page Hercules. 
em. Pardon Sir, Error: He is not Quantity enough 
for that Worthy's Thumb; be is not ſo big as the End of 


his Club. DR | | 
Hol. Shall I have Audience? He ſhall preſent Hercules 
in Minority : His Enter and Exit ſhall be ſtrangling a 
Snake; _ 
Mosh. An excellent Device: So if any of the Audience 


I will have an Apology for that Purpoſe. 


hiſs, you may cry; Well done, Hercules, now thou cruſheſt 
the Snake; that is the way to make an Offence gracious, 


tho' few have the Grace to do it. 


Arm. For the 3 8 
Kiel. I will play three my ſelf. = 
e d. 
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Moth. Thrice worthy Gentleman. 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing? 

Hol. We attend.. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antique. 1 
beſeech you follow. 

Hol. Via good-man Dull, thou haſt ſpoken no Weed all 
this while. 

Dull. Nor underftood none neither, Sir. 

Hol. Allons we will empioy thee. 

Dull. I'll make one in a Dance, or ſo: Or I will play 
on the Taber to the Worthies, and let them dance the 
Hay. 
Hol. Moſt Dull, honeſt Dull, to our Sport away. [Exit 

Enter Princeſs, and Ladies, 

Prin. Sweet Hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we depart, 
If Fairings come thus plenrifully in. 


| A Lady wall'd about with Diamonds! look you, what] 


have from the King. 
Roſa. Madam, came acthing elſe along with that? 
Prin. Nothing but this? yes, as much Love in Rue, 


hy would be cram'd up in a Sheet of Paper, 


Writ on both ſides the Leaf, Margent and all, 


That he was fain to ſeal on Capid's Name. 


Roſa. That was the way to make his God-head wax, 
For he hath been five thouſand Years a Boy, 
Kuh. Ay, and a ſhrewd unhappy Gallows too. 
Roſa- You'll ne er be Fricads with him, he kill'd your 
Liſter. 
Kath. He made her melancholly, fad and heavy, 
And ſo ſhe died; had ſhe been light like you, 
Of ſuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring Spirit, 
She might have been a Grandam ere ſhe dy'd. 
And fo may you; for a light Heart lives long. 
wt What's your dark Meaning, Mouſe, of this light 
ord? . 
| Kath, A light Condition, in a Bezuty dark. | 
| Roſa, We need more Light to find your Meaning out. 
Kath. You'll marr the Light by taking it in Snuff: 


| Therefore I'll darkly end the Argument. 


Roſa. Lock what you do, you do it fill i th dark. 
C4 Kath, 
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| Kath. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 
Roſa. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 
Kath. You weigh me not, O that's you care not ſor me. 
Roſa. Great Reaſon; for paſt Care. is ſtill he Cure. 
Prin. Well bandled both; a Set of Wit well play ©. 
But Roſaline, you have a Favour too? Who ſeat it? _ 
what is it? 
Roſa. 1 would you en 7 | 
And if my Face were but as fair as yours, 


My Favour were as great, be witneſs this. 


Nay, I have Verſes too, I thank Biron. 
The Numbers true. and were the numbring too, 
I were the faireſt Goddeſs on the Ground. 
I am compar'd to twenty thouſand Fairies. 

O he hath drawn my Picture in his Leiter. 
Pym, Any thing like? 

Ro/a. Much in the Letters, nothing in the Prajfe, 

Prin. Beaureous Ink; a good Concluſioͤn. 

Kath. Fair as a Text B in a Copy-Book. Y 
Roſa. Ware Pencils. How ? Let me not die your Debter, 
My red Dominical, my golden Letter. 
O that your Face were full of Ocs. | 
Prin A Pox of that Jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shrews: | | 
But Katherine. what was ſent to = | 

From fa. Dumain? 
Kath. Madam this Glove. 

Prin. Did he not ſend you twain? 

Kath. Yes, Madam ; and moreover, 
Some thouland Verſes of a faithful Lover. 
A huge Tranſlation of Hypocriſie, 
Vildy compil'd, — Sireplicity. 

Mar. This, and theſe Pearls to me ſent Longavile. 
The Letter is too long by half a Mile. 
Trin. I think no leis; Doſt thou not wiſh in Heart 
The Chain were longer, and the Letter ſhort? 

Mar. Ay, or 1 would theſe Hands might never part. 

Prin. We are W ſe Girls, to mock our Lovers ſo. 
Roſa. They are worſe Fools to purchaſe _—_— ſo. 
That fame Biron Y torture ere I go. 


0 
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O that I knew he were but in by th Week, _ 

How I would make him fawn, and beg. and ſeek, 

And wait the Seaſon, and obſerve the Times, 

And ſpend his prodigal Wits in bootleſs Rimes, 

And ſhape his Service all to my Beheſts, _ 

And make him proud to make me proud with Jeſts, 

So pertaunt like would 1 o'erſway his State, 

That he ſhould be my Fool, and I his Fate. 
Prin. None are ſo furel caught, when they are catch d, 

As Wit turn'd Fool; a Folly in Wiſdom hatch'd 

Hath Wiſdom's Warrant, and the help of School, 

And Wit's own Grace to grace a learned Fool. 

Roſa. The Blood of Youth burns not in ſuch Exceſs, 

As Gravities revolt to Wantonneſs. 5 
Mar. Folly in Fools bears not ſo ſtrange a Note, 

As Fool'ry in the Wiſe, when Wit deth dote: 

Since all the Power thereof it doth apply, 

To prove by Wit, worth in Simplicity. 
Prin. Here comes Boyet, and Mirth in his Face. 
Buyet. O, Iam ftab'd with Laughter, Where's her Grace? 

Prin. Thy News, Bovet? F | 
Boyer. Prepare, Madam, prepare. 

Arm Wenches, arm, Incounters mounted are 

Againſt your Peace, Love doth approach, diſguis d, 

Armed in Arguments, you'll be ſurpriz'd. 

Muſter your Wits, ſtand in your own Defence, 

Or hide your Heads like Cowards, and fly hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid; What are they 

That charge their Breath againſt us? Say, Scout, ſay. 
Boyer. Under the cool Shade of a Sycamore, 

I thought to cloſe mine Eyes ſome half an hour, 

When lo to interrupt my purpos'd Reſt, 

Toward that Shade, I might behold, addreſt 

The King and his Companions; warily 

I ſtole into a Neighbour Thicket by, 

And oyer-heard, what you ſhall over-hear: 

That by and by diſguis d they will be here. 

Their Herald is a pretty knaviſh Page, 

That well by heart hath _— d his, Embaflage. 


Action 
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Action and Accent did they teach him there; 
Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy Body bear; 
And eyer and anon they made a doubt, 
| Preſence Majeſtical would put him out: 
For, quoth the King, an Angel ſhalt thou ſee, 
Yet fear not thou, but ſpeak audacicuſly. 
The Boy reply'd, an Angel is not evil; | 
I ſhould have fear'd her, had ſhe been a Devil 
With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the Shoulder, 
Making the bold Wag by their Praiſes bolder. 
One rubb'd his Elbow thus, and fleer'd, and ſwore, 
A better Speech was never {poke before. 
Another with his Finger, and his Thumb, 
Cry'd via, we will do't, come what will come. 
The third he caper'd and ery'd, All goes well, 
Tube fourth turn d on the Toe, and down he fell; 
With that they all did tumble on the Ground, 
With ſuch a zealous Laughter, ſo profound, 
That in this Spleen ridiculous appears, 
To check their Folly Paſſions, 15 o 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are appacel'd thus, 
Like Muſcovites, or Ruſſians, as I gueſs, 
Their Purpoſe is to parley, court, and dance, 
And every one his Loye-feat will advance 
Upon his feveral Miſtreſs; Which they'll know 
By Favcurs ſey'ral, which they did beſtow. : 
Prin. And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhall be taskt; 
For Ladies, we will every one be maskt: 
And not a Man of them ſhall have the Grace, 
Deſpight of Sute, to ſee a Lady's Face. 
Hold Roſaline, this Favour thou ſhalt wear, 
And then the King will court thee for his Dear: 
Hold, take thou this my Sweet, and give me thine, 
$0 full Boos take we tos akin. 
And change your Favours too, ſo ſhall your Loyes 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe Removes. 3 
Roſa. Come on then, wear the Faveurs moſt in fight. 
| Kath. But in this changing, what is your Intent? 
Frin. The Effect ef my Intent is to croſs theirs; 
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They do it but in mocking Merriment, 

And Mock for Mock is only my Intent. 

Their ſeveral Councils they unboſom ſhall 

To Loves miſtook, and ſo be mockt withal: 
Upon the next Occaſien that we meet 

With Viſages diſplay'd to talk and greet. | 

Roſa. But ſhall we dance, if they defire us tot? 

Prin. No, to the Death we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their pen'd Speech render we no Grace: 

But while tis ſpoke, each turn away her Face. 
Boyer. Why that Attempt will kill the Keeper's Heart, 
And quite divorce his Memory from his Part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it, and I make no doubt 
The reſt will ne'er come in, if ke be out. 

There's no ſuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o erthrown; ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 

So ſhall we ſtay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt, depart away with Shame. (Sound, 

Boyet. The Trumpet ſounds, be maskt, the Maskers come. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longavile, Dumain, and Atten- 

dants, diſguix d like Muſcovites. Moth with Muſick, as 
for a Maſquerade. 
Moth. All hail the richeſt Beauties on the Earth. 

Biron. Beauties no richer than rich Taffata. | 
Moth, A holy Parcel of the faireſt Dames that ever turn'd 
their Backs to mortal Views. [The Ladies turn their 

Backs to him. 


Biron, Their Eyes, villain, their Eyes. 


Moth That ever turn dtheir Eyes to mortal Views. Onf—s 


Firon, True; out indeed. 

Moth. Out of your Favours heav'nly * — nos 
to hehold. 
Biron. Once to behold. Rogue. 

| Moth. Once to behold with your Sun-beamed Eyes — 

With your Sun-beamed Eyes —— 

Biron. They will not anſwer to that Epithete; 

You were beſt call it Daughter-beam'd Eyes. 5 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me out, 
Biron. ls this your Perfectneis? 3 you _ 

| Roſa. What would theſe Strangers? 5 

Know their Minds, om „„ 17 
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If they do ſpeak our Language, tis our Will 
That ſome plain Man recount their Purpoſes 
Know what they would ? £ 
Boyet. What would you with the Princeſs? 
Biron. Nothing but Peace and gentle Viſi ation. 
Roſa. What would they, ſay they? 
Boyet, Nothing but Peace and gentle Viſtation. 
Roſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gone. 
Boyet. She ſays you have it, and you may be gone. 
King. Say to her we have meaſur'd many Miles, 
To tread a Meaſure with you on the Grals. 
- Boyer. They ſay they have meaſur'd many a Mile, 
To tread a 2 with you on the Grafs. 
NR .eſa. It is not fo. Ask them how many Inches 
Is in one Mile? If they have meaſur d many 
The Meaſure then of one is eaſily told. | 
Boyet. If to come hither you have meaſur'd Miles, 
And many Miles; the Princeſs bids you tell, 
How many Inches doth fill up one Mile? 
Bion. Tell her we meaſure them by weary Steps. 
| Boyer, She hears her ſelf, % Ov 
Roſa. How many weary Steps _ 
Of many weary Miles you have o er-gone, 
Are numbred in the Travel of one Mile? | 
Biroz, We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our Duty is fo rich, ſo infinite, 
That we may do it ſtill without Accompt. 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the Sunſhine of your Face, 
That we (like Savages) may worſhip it. 
Roſa. My Face is but a Moog, and clouded too. 
King. Bleſſed are Clouds, to do as ſuch Clouds do. 
Voucalafe, bright Moon, on theſe thy Stars to ſhine 
{Thoſe Clouds remov'd) upon our watery Eyne. | 
Ro/a. O vain Petitioner, beg a greater Matter; 
Thou now requeſts but Moon- ſnine in the Water. 
King. Then in our meaſure, vouchſafe but one Change; 
Thou bid'ſt me beg, this Begging is not ſtrange. * 
Roſa. Play Muſick then; nay you muſt do it ſoon. 
Not yet, no Dance; thus change Ilike the Moon, 
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King. Will you not dance, how come you thus eſtrang d? 
— You took the Moon at Full, but gow ſhe's chang d. 
King. Yet ſtill ſhe is the Moon, and I the Man. 
Roſa. The Muſick plays, vouchſafe ſome Motion to it: 
| Our Ears vouchſafe it. 
King. But your Legs ſhould do it. 
Roſa. Since youare Strangers, and come hereby F CIR 
We'll not be nice, take Hands, we will not dee. 
EKing. Why take you Hands then! 
Roſa. Only to part Friends. 

Curtlie ſweet Hearts, and ſo the Meaſure ends. 
King. More Meaſure of this Meaſure; be not nice. 
Roſa. We can afford no more at ſuch a Price, 

King. Prize your ſelves then; what buys your Com- 


pany? 

Roſa. Your Abſence only. 

King That can never be. 

Raa. Then cannot we be bought; and ſo . J 

Twice to your Viſor, and half once to you. | 
King. If you deny to dance, let's hold 1 more Chat. 

Roſa. In private then. 5 5 

King. I am beſt pleas d with that. 

Biron. White hand. d Miſtreſs, one ſweet Word with 

. hae. 

Frin. Honey, and Milk, and Sugar; there is three. 
Biron. Nay then two Treys; and if you grow fo nice, 
Methepline, Wort, and Malmſey; well run Dice: 

There's half a dozen Sweets. 
| Prin. Seventh Sweet adieu, 
Since you can cog. I'll play no more wich you 
Biron. One Word in ſecret. 
Prin. Let it not be ſweet. 
Biron. Thou griev'ſt my Gall. 

Prin. Gall, bitter. 

Bion. Therefore meet. | 
Dum. Will you vouchiſe with me to change a Word? 
Mar. Name it. 

Dum. Fair Lady, 

5 . ber Lord: 

Take you 1 that for your fair Lady. 
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Dum. Pleaſe it you; 
As much in private, and L Il bid adieu 
Kath. What, was your Vizard made without a Tongue? 
Long. I know the Reaſon, Lady, why you ask. 
Kath. O for your Reaſon, quickly Sir, 1 long. 
Long. You have a double Tongue within your Mask, 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs Vizard half. 
Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutch Man; 3 is not Veal a Calf 7 
Long. A Calf, fair Lady? | 
Kath. No, a fair Lord Calf. 
Long. Let's part the Word. 
Kath. No, V1l not be your Half; 
Take all and wean it; it may prove an Ox. 
Long. Look how you But your ſelf in theſe ſharp 
Mocks! | 
Will you give Horns, chaſte Lady? Do not fo. 
Kath. Then die a Calf before your Horns do grow. 
. One Word in private with you ere I die. 
| Kath. Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher hears you cry. 
Boyer. The Tongue of mocking Wenches are as keen . 


As is the Razor's Edge inviſible, 


Cutting a ſmaller Hair than may be ſeen, 
Above the Senſe of Senſe ſo ſentible, | 
Seemeth their Conference, their Conceits have Wings, 
Fleeter than Arrows, Bullets, Wind ,Thought,ſwifter Things. 
A Not one Word more my Maids, break. off, break 
off. 
Biron. By Heav'n all dry beaten with pure Scoff. 
King. Farewell, mad Warns, you have fimple Wits. 
Exeunt. 


Prin. Twenty Adieus, my frozen Muſcovites. 
Are theſe the Breed of Wits io wondred at? | | 
Beyer. Tapers they are, with your ſweet Breaths puft 
out. 
Roſa, Well-liking Wits they have, groſs, groſs, fat, fat, 
Prin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout: 
Will they not (think you) han | 4th to Night ? 
Or ever but in Vizards ſhew their Faces? 


- This pert Biron was out of Count'nance quite. 


* O! they v were all in —— Cafes 
The 
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The King was weepinp-ripe for a Word. 
Prin "Io dd Herr himſelf 12 Suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my Service, and his Sword: 
No Point (quoth 1;) my Servant ftrait was mute, 
Kath. Lord Longavile ſaid, I came o'er his Heart; 
And trow you what he call'd me! 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Kath. Yes, in good Faith. 
Prin. Go Sickneſs as thou art. T 
| Roſa, Well, better Wits have worn plain Statute Caps: 
But will you hear; the King is my Love ſworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted Faith to me. 
Kath. And Longavile was for my Service born. 
Mar. Dumain is mine as ſure as Bark on Tree. 
| Boyet. Madam, and pretty Miſtreſſes give Ear, 
Immediately they will again be here | 
In their own Shapes; for it can never be, 
They will digeſt this harſh Indignity. 
Prin. Will they return? VͤͤM5ũ5 
Boyet. They will, they will, God knows, 
And leap for Joy, though they are lame with Blows: 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, 
Blow like ſweet Roſes in this Summer Air. 5 
Prin. How blow? how blow ? ſpeak to be underſtood. 
Boyet. Fair Ladies maskt, are Roſes in their Bud: 
Diſmaskt, their damask ſweet Comixture ſhown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Roſes blown. 
Prin. Avaunt Perplexity ! What ſhall we do, 
If they return in their ewn Shapes to woo? 
Ro/. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 
Let's mock them ſtill as well known as _ 
Let us complain to them what Fools were here, 
5 . like Maſcovites in ſhapeleſs Gear; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow Shows, and Prologue vildly pen'd, 
And their rough Carriage ſo ridiculous, | 
Should be preſented at our Tent to us, 3 
| Boyer. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at Hand. 
Prin Whip to our Tents, as Roes run oer the Land. 
Enter 
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Enter the King, Biron, Longavile, and Dumain, in their 
own Habits. 

King, Fair Sir, God fave you. Where's the Princeſs? 

| Boyet. Gone to her Tent. 

Pleaſe it your Majeſty command me any Service to ber? 
King. That ſhe vouchlafe me Audience for one Word. 
Boyer. I will. and fo will ſhe, I know, my Lord. Exit. 
Biron. This Fellow picks up Wit as Pigeon Peas, 

And urters it again, when Fove doth pleaſe: 

He is Wir's Pedlar, and retails his Wares 

At Wakes and Waſlals, Meetings Markets, Fairs: 

And we that fell by Groſs, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the Grace to grace it with ſuch Show. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve; 

Had he been Adam he had tempted Eve. 

He can carve too, and liſp: Why this is he, 

That kiſt away his Hand in Cour teſie. 

This the Ape of Fortune, Monſieur the nice, 

That when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice | 

In honourable Terms: Nay he can fing 

A Mean moſt manly, and in uſhering 

Mend him who can; the Ladies call him ſweet ; 

The Stairs as he treads on them kiſs his F _ 

This is the Flower that ſmiles on eve 

To ſhew his Teeth as white as Whale his B Bone. 

And Conſciences that will not die in Debt, 

Pay him the Duty of Honey- tongu d Boyer. | 

EKing. A Bliſter on his ſweet Tongue with my "EY 

That put 4rmaae's Page out of his Part. 

Enter the Provceſs » Rofaline, Maria, Katherine, and 
Attendants. a 
Biron. See where it comes. Behaviour what wert thou, 


Till this Mad-man ſhew'd thee? And what art thou now ? 


King. All hail, tweer Madam, and fair time of 80 

Prin. Fair in all Hail is foul, as I conceive, 

King. Conſtrue my Speeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give ou leave. 
ing. We came to vilit you, and purpoſe now 
To lead you to our Court, vouchſafe it then, 


Pris. 
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Prin. This Field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your Vow : 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd Men. - 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 
The Vertue of your Eye muſt break my Oath. 

Prin. You nick-name Virtue : Vice you ſhould have ſpoke: 
For Virtue's Office never breaks Mens Troth. 
No v, by my Maiden Honour, yet as pure 
As the unſully'd Lilly, I proteſt, ; 
A World of Torments though I ſhould endure, 
I] would not yield to be your Houſe's Gueſt: 
So much I hate a breaking Cauſe to be 
Of heav'nly Oaths, vow'd w th Integrity. 

King. O you have liv'd in Deſolation here, 
Unſeen unviſited, much to cur Shame. 

Prim. Not ſo my Lord, it is not fo I ſwear, 
We have had Paſtimes here, and pleaſant Game. 
A Mc {s of Ruſſians leit us but of late, 

King, How Madam? R ans? 


Prin. Ay in truth my Lordj 
Trim Gallants, full of Courtſhip, and of State. 


Roſa. Madam ſpeak true. It is not ſo, my Lord: 
My Lady (to he manner of the Days) 4 
In Courtetie gives undeſerving Praiſe. 

We four indeed confronted were with four, 

In Ruſſian Habit Here they ſtay d an Hour, 

And taik'd ap*ce, and in that hour, my Lord, 

They did not bleſs us with one happy Word. 

I dare not call them Fools; but this I think, 

When they are thirſty, Fools would fain have Drink. 
Biron. This Jeſt is dry to me. Fair, gentle, ſweet, 
Your Wit makes wiſe Things foolith; when we greet, 

With Eyes beſt ſeeing, Heaven's fiery Eye, 
By Light we loſe Light; your Capacity 
Is of that Nature, as to your huge Store, 


Wiſe things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. 


Roſa. This proves you wiſe and rich; for in my Eye 
Biron. I am a Fool, and full of Poverty. . 
Raſa. But that you take what doth to you belong, 


It were a fault to ſnatch Words from my Tongue. 


Bir. 
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Biron. O. I am yours, and all that I poſſeſs: 


Roſa. All the Fool mine. 4 
Biron. I cannot give you leſs. T 
Roſa. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore? T 
Biron. Where? When? What Vizard? T 
Vhy demand you this? 


Koſs. There, then, that Vizard, that ſuperfluous Caſe; F. 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better Face. 
King. We are deſcried, 
They'll mock us now downright. 1 
Dum. Let us confeſs, and turn it to a Jeſt. 
Prin, Amaz'd, my Lord? Why looks your Highneſs fad; 7 
* Help. hold his Brows, he'll ſwound: Why look 
you pale? 
Sea-fick I think, coming from Mmſcovy. 
Biren. Thus pour the Stars down — for Perjury: 
Can any Face of Braſs hold longer out? 
| Here ſtand I. Lady, dart thy Skill at me, 
Bruiſe me with Scorn, confound me with a Flout, 
| Thruſt thy ſharp Wit quite through my Ignorance; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen Conceit; 
And I will ſhew thee never more to dance, 
Nor neyer _ in Ruſſian Habit wait. 
O! never truſt to Speeches pen d, 
Nor to the Motion of a School. boy's Tongue, 
Nor never come in Vizard to my Fiiend, 
Nor woo in time like a blind Harper's * 
Taffata Phraſes, ſilken Terms preciſe, 
Three pid Hyperboles, ſpruce Affectation, 
Figures pedantical, theſe Summer Flies, | 
Have blown me full of Maggot Oſtentatibn. 
I do forſwear them, and 1 — proteſt, 
By this white Glove (how white the Hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing Mind ſhall be expreſt 
In ruſſet Yeas, and honeſt kerſie Noes: 
And to begin, Wench, ſo God help me Law, 
My Love to thee is ſound, Sans-crack or nur. 
| Roſa. Sans, Sans, I pray you. 
Biron. Yet | have a Trick 
Of che old Rage: Bear with me, I am Sick. 
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711 leave it by Degrees: Soft, let us ſee, 

Write Lord ha ve mercy on us, and thoſe three, 

They are infected, in their Hearts it lyes, 

They have the Plague, and caught it of your Eyes: 

Theſe Lords are vilited, you are not free; 

For the Lords Tokens on you both I ſee. 
Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe Tokens to us. 
Biron. Our States are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us, 
Roſa. It is not ſo; for how can this be true, 

That you ſtand forfeit, being theſe that ſue. 
Biron, Peace, for I will not have to do with you. 
Roſa. Nor ſhall not, if I do as I intend, 
Biron. Speak for your ſelves, my Wir is at an end. 
King. Teach us, ſweet Madam, for our rude Tranſgreſſion 


Some fair Excuſe. 


Prin. The faireſt is Confeſſion. ok 
Were you not here but even now diſguis d? 

King. Madam, I was: | 
Prin. And were you well advis d? 


| King, I was, fair Madam. 


Prin. When you then were here, 
What did you whiſper in your Lady's Far? | 
hae more than all the World I did reſpe& her; 
Prin. When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will reject her, 
King. Upon mine Honour no. 
Prin. Peace, peace, forbear: 5 
Your Oath once broke, you force not to forſwear. 
King. Deſpiſe me when I break this Oath of mine, 
Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Roſaline, 
What did the Ryffian whiſper in your Ear? 
Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me dear 
As precious Eye-fight, and did yalue me | 
Above this World; adding thereunto moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elſe die my Lover. 
Prin. God give thee Joy of him; the noble Lord 
ly doth uphold his Word. th 
: " 2 mean you, Madam? By my Life, my 
I neyer ſwore this Lady ſuch an Oath, | 


Roſa. 
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| Roſa. By Heav'n you did; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this: But take it, Sir, again. 
King. My Faith and this, to th*Princeſs I did give 
I knew her by this Jewel on her Sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this Jewel did ſhe wear: 

And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. 

What? will you have me, or your Pearl again? 
Biron. Neither of either, I remit both twain. 

I ſee the Trick on't; Here was a Conſent, 
Knowing aforehand of our Merriment, 
To daſ it like a Chriſtmas Comedy. 
Some Carry-tale, ſome Pleaſe-man, ſome light Zany, 
Some Mumble-news, ſome Trencher-knight, tome Dick 
That {miles his Cheek in Years, and knows the Trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when ſhe's diipos d, | 
Told our Intents before; which once diſclos d, 
The Ladies did change Favours, and then we 
Following the Sigus woo'd but the Sign of ſhe: 
Now to our Perjury to add more Terror, 
We are again forſ vorn in Will and Error, 
Much upon this ir is. And might not you [To Boyet. 
Foreſtal our Sport, to make us thus untrue? 1 
Do not you kaow my Lady's Foot by th' Square, 
And laugh upon the Apple of her Eye, 
And ſtand between her Back, Sir. ai:d the Fire, 
Holding a Trencher, jeſting merrily? 
You put our Page out: Go, you are allow'd, 
Die when you will, a Smock ſhall be your Shrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you? There's an Eye 
Wounds like a Leaden Sword, 

Boyer. Full merrily Mg 
Brave Manager, hath this Career been run. 3 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have done. 

| Euter Coſtard. . 
Welcome pure Wit, thou part'ſt a fair Fray. 

Coſt. © Lord Sir, they would know 8 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall come in, or no. 
Biron. What, are there but three? 
Coſt. No Sir, but it is very fine; 


For 
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For every one preſents three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine? 

Coſt. Not fo Sir. under Correction Sir, I hope it is not ſo. 
You cannot beg us Sir. I can aſſure you Sir, we knov- 
what we know: I hope three times thrice Sit 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Ceſt. Under Correction Sir, we know whereuntil it doth 
amount. 

Biron. By Fove | always took three Threes for nine. 

Coft. O Lord Sir, it were pity you ſhould get your Li- 
ving by reckoning, Sir. 

Biron. Ho much is it? | 
Coft. O Lord Sir, the Parties themſelves, the Actors Sir, 
will ſhew whereuntil it doth amount; for my own part, 
I am. as they ſay, but to perfect one Man in one poor 
Man, Pompion the Great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Coft. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pompion 
the Great: For mine own part, I know not the Degree . 
of the Worthy ; but I am to ſtand for him. 

Birou. Go, bid them prepare. 

Coſt. We will turnir finely off. Sir, we will take ſome Care. 

King. Biron, they will ſhame us; [Exit Coft. 
Let them not approici. 

Biron. We are Shame-proof, my Lord; and? tis ſome policy 
to have one Show worſe than the King and his Company. 

King. I ſay they ſhall not come. 

Prin. Nay. my goed Lord, let me o'er-rule you now; 
That Sport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
Where Zeal ſtrives to content, and the Contents 
Dies in the Zeal of that which it preſents; 

Their Form confounded, makes moſt form in Mirth, 
When great Things labouring p« riſh in their Birth. 
Biron A right Deſcriprion of our Sport, my Lord. 

Enter Armado. 
um. Anointed, I implore ſo much of works, of thy 
Nopal ſweet Breath, as will utter a Brace a 
_ Doth this Man ſerve God? 

Why ask you? 

* peaks not like 2 Man of God's » making. 7 
Arm. 
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Am. That's all one, my fair ſweet honey Monarch; 
for 1 proteſt the Schoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſtical : 


Too too vain, too too vain: But we will put it, as they ſay, 
to Fortuna delaguar. 1 wiſh you the Peace of Mind, moſt 


Royal Cupplement. 


King. Here is like to be a good Preſence of Worthies : 
He preſents Hector of Troy, the Swain Pompey the Great, 
the Pariſh-Curate Alexander, Armado's Page Hercules, the 


|  Pedant Judas Machabens; 


And if theſe four Worthies in their firſt Shew thrive, 
Theſe four will change Habits, and preſent the other fire. 
Biron. There are five in the firſt Shew. 
King. You are deceiv'd, tis not fo. 
Biron. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Prieft, the 
| Fool, and the Boy. 
A bare throw at Novum, and the whole World again 
Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in's Vein. 
King. The Ship is under fail, and here ſhe comes amain. 
| Enter Coſtard for Pomey. | 
Coſt. I Pompey am. 
Boyet. You lye, you are not he. 
Coſt. I Pompey am. 
Boyer. With Libbard's Head on Knee. 
Biron. Well ſaid od Mocker, 


Il muſt needs be Friends with thee. 


Cat. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam d the Big. 
Dum. The Great. 
Coſt. It is great, Sir; Pompey, ſurnan's the Great; 


That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield, 


did make my Foe to ſweat: 
And travelling along this Coaſt, I here am come by Chance. 
And lay my Arms before the Legs of this ſweet Laſs of France; 


If your Ladyſhip would ſay Thanks Pompey, I had done. 


Prin. Great Thanks, great Pompey. 
Coſt. 'Tis not ſo much worth; but I hope l Was perfect. 


I made a little Fault in great. 
|  Biron. My Hat to a . yy proves the beſt 
Worthy. | 


Enter 


; 
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Enter Nathaniel for Alexander. 
Nb. When in the World I livd, I was the World's Com- 
mander. 


By Eaſt, 8, "yp, North and South, I ſpread my conquering 


Mig 
| My Eſcutcheon plain declares that I am Aliſander. 


Boyet. Your Noſe ye no, you are not; 
For it ſtands not ri 


Biron. Your * ſmells no, in this moſt tender mel! 
ing Knight. 

Prin. The 4 re is diſmaid: 
Proceed, good 

Nath. When in the 2 Tlivd, I Was the World's Com- s Com- 
mander. 

Boyer. Moſt true, tis right ; you were * Aliſander. 

Biron. Pompey the Great. | 

Coſt. Your Servant and Coftard. 


Bion. Take away the Conqueror, take away Aliſander. 


Coſt. O Sir, you have overthrown Aliander the Con- 
queror. ¶ to Nath.] You will be ſcrap'd out of the painted 
Cloth for this; your Lion that holds the Poll-ax fitting on 
a Cloſeſtool, will be given to Ajax; he will be then the 
ninth Worthy A Conqueror, and afraid to ſpeak? Run 
away for Sname, Aliſander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you; 
a fooliſh mild Man, an honeſt Man. look you, and ſoon 
daſh'd. He is a marvellous good Neighbour inſooth, and 
2 very good Bowler; but for Aliſander, alas you ſee, how 

tis a little o'er-parted: But there are Worthics a comming | 
will ſpeak their Mind in _ 1 ſort. 

Biron. Stand aſide, 


Enter Holofernes Apa. bales, = Moth for Hercules, 
H.l. Great Hercules is preſented by this Imp, 


: Whoſc Club kill'd Cerberus that three- headed Canis; 


And when he was a Babe, a Child, a Shrimp, 


Thus did he ſtrangle Serpents in his Manus: 


Quoniam, he ſeemeth in Minority 
Ergo, | come with this Apology. 


"_ ſome Stare in thy Exit, and dau. 2 xi Moth, 
Hel. Judas I am. | 


| Dunn 
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Dum. A 
Hol. Not Iſearict. Sir, 
Judas I am yclipped Machabeue. 
Dum. Judas Machabeus clipt, is plain Judas. 


Biron, A kiſſing Traitor. How art thou prov d Judas 


Hol. Judas I am. 

Dum. The more Shame for you, Juli 

Hol. What mean you, Sir? 

Boyer. To m ke Judas hang him'e'f. 

Hol. Begin Sir. you are my Elder. 

Biron. Well follow'd, Judas was hang d on an Elder. 
Hol. I will not be put out of Countenance. 
Biron. Becauſe thou haſt no Face. 

Hol. What is this? | 

Boyet. A Cittern Head. 

Dum. The Head of aBodkin. 

Biron, A Death's Face in the Ring. 

Long. The Face of an old Roman Coin, ſcarce ſeen, 

Boyer. The Pummel of Cæſar s Fauichion. 

Dum. The carv' d- bone Face on a Flask. 

| Biron. St. George's half Cheek in a Broch. 

Dum. Ay, and in a Broch of Lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the Cap of a e 
And now forward, for we have put — 
Hol. You have put me out of Countenance. 

Biron. Falſe, we have given thee Faces. 

Hol. But you have out-fac'd them all. 

Biron. And thou wert a Lion we would do ſo. 

Boyer. Therefore as he is an Aſs, let him m goz 

ſtay? 


And ſo adieu ſweet Jude; Nay, why doſt 
Dum. For the latter end of his Name. 

Biron. For the ſs to the Jude; give it him. el 

away. 


Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 


Boyer. A Light for Monficur Judas, it grows dark, be 


may ankle 


Prin. Alas poor Machabews, how he hath been baited. 


Vier Armado. 
e Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes Hedvr in 
Arms. 
Dum. 
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Dum. Tho' my Mocks come home by me, I will now 


be merry. 


King. Hector was but a an in ref of this. 
Boyet. But is this Hel? * 


King. I think Hector was not ſo clean „ 


Long. His Leg is too big for Hector. 
Dum. More Calf, certain. 
Boyet. No; he is beſt indu'd i in the Small. 


Biron. This can't be Hector. | 


Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes Fac 
Arm. The Armipotent Mars, r 


gave Hector a Gift. 


Dum. A gilt Nutmeg. 
Biron. A Lemon. 

Long. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dum. No, cloven. 


Arm. The Armipot re Vas of Lac - the Amighy, 
ion; | 


Gave Hector a Gift, the Heir | 

A Man ſo breathed, that certain he would fight ye 
From Morn till Night, out of bis Pavillion. | 

I am that Flower. 


Dum. That Mint. 

' Long. That Cullambine. 

Am. Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy Tongue. EL 
Long. I muſt rather give it the Rein; for runs aguin 


_ 


i and Hedtor's a Grey: hound. 
Arm. ſweet War- man is dead and rotten = 


Sweet Chucks, beat not the Bones of the =_ 
But I will forward with my Device; 


Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the Senſe of Heari 


Prm, Speak brave Hector; we are much deli 
Am. I do adore thy ſweet n 
Beyer. Loves her by the Foot. 

Dum. He may not by the Tar. 
Arm, This Hofer for eee Baade 
Party is gone. . 
Cof, Flow nan hv gif nt u. | 
way. 

You IL D — Md 


54 Love's Labour's loft. 


Caf. Faith unleſs you play the honeſt Trojan, the poor 
Wench is caſt away; ſhe's quick, the Child brags in her 
Belly already. *Tis yours, 

Arm. Bolt thou infamonize me among Potentates? | 
Thou d ſnalt die. 


Coft. Then ſhall Hector be whipt for 7 del 
- by him ; and hang'd for 2 dead by 
Dum. Moſt rare , 
Boyet. Renown'd Pompey ! 
Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey? 
Pompey the Huge! 
Dum. Hector trembles. 
Bion. Pompey is moy'd, more an, more — ſtir 
them on, er 2 
| 3 Hector challenge him. 
* if he have no more Man's Blood in's belly 
un n a Flea. 
en. By the North pole 1 do challenge thee. 


Coft. 1 will not fight with a Pole like a Northern Man; 
Pil laſh; bo and cated a 


ro my 

922 . 

3 Ill dot in my Shirt. 

Dum. Moſt reſolute Pompey. 

Moth. Maſter, let me take you a Button-bole lower. 

Do you not ſee F 9 1 What 

E22 Tou loſe your 

5 "Am. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, I will not 
combat in my Shirt. 

— You may net deny it, Pompey hath made the 
Challenge. 

Arm. Sweet Bloods, I both may, and will. 

Biron. What Reaſon have fort?? 

em The naked Truth of it is, I have no Shirt, 

I go woolward for Penance. | 

: Beyer. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for want 

of Linnen; ſince when, I'll be ſworn he wore none, but 
« Diſh-clout of Jamie and thar he wears next his 
Heart for[a Favour. 1 
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| Yet fince Love's Argument was firſt on foot, 
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Mac. God fave you, Madam. 


' Prin. Welcome Macard, but that thou en 
Merriment. 

Mac. I am ſorry Madam, for the News I b 
* in m "in my kee The King your Fer — 

or my Life, 

Mi. 2 My Tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. | 

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free Breath; I have 
ſcen the Day of Wrong h the little Hole of Diſ- 
cretion, and 1 will right my like. a Soldier. 


King. Hoy fares your Majeſty ? 


Prin. prepare, I vrill awa 

r . 

Prin. Prepare I fay. I thank you, gracious Lords, 
For all your fair Endeavours; And eatreat, 
Out of a new ſad Soul, that you vouchſafe, 

In your rich Wiſdom to excuſe or hide, 
The liberal Oppoſition of our Spirits; 


It over-boldly we have born our ſelves, 


* the Converſe of Breath, your Gentleneſs 

as guilty of it. Farewel, worthy Lord; 
Ao hw Heart bears not an hu T 
Excuſe 228 coming ſo ſhort of Thanks, 
For my wt t Suit ſo eaſily obtaia d. 

he extream Parts of Time extreamly fo, 

All che to the Purpoſe of his Speed. 
And often at his very looſe decides 
That, which long Proceſs of Time could not ab inte. 
And though the Brow oy 
Forbid the of Love, 
fain it would convince; 


Let not the Cloud of Sorrow juſtle it 


From what it purpoſed. Since to wail Friends lot 


Is not ſo wholeſome, 

: aorby mack fo holfome, prod, 3 

. Tale you not, my Grifs we due 3 60 
Jiron. 
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Biron. Honeſt plain Words beſt pierce the Cares of "es 
And by theſe Badges underſtand the King. 
For your fair Sakes have we neglected Time, 
Play'd foul Play with our Oaths: Your Beauty, Ladies, 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our Humours + 
Even to the oppoſed End. of our Intents; 
And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 
As Love is full of unbefitting Strains, 
All wanton as a Child, Ace and yain, 
Form d by the Eye, and there fare like the Eye, 
Full of ſtraying Shapes, of Habits, and of wo | 
Varying in Subjects as the Eye doth rowl, . _ 
To every varied Object in his Glance; 
Which party-coated preſence of looſe Love 
Put on by us, if in your Heay'aly Eyes, 
Have misbecom'd our Oaths and Gravities; 
Thoſe Heav'nly Eyes that look into theſe Faults, | 
| Suggeſted us to i Therefore; Ladies 
Our Love being yours, the Error that Love . 
Is likewiſe yours. We to our ſelves prove . 
By being once falſe, for ever to be true 
To thoſe that make us both. fair Ladies you; 
And even that Falſhood in it ſelf a Sin, 
Thus purifies it ſelf, and turns to Grace. 
Prin We have receiv d your Letters, full of Love, 
Your Favours, the Embaſſadors of Love: 
And in our Maiden Council rated them 
At Courtſhip, pleaſant Jeſt, and Courteſie, 
As Bumbaſt, and as Lining to the Time: . 


But more devout than theſe are aur ReſpeQs 


Have we nat been; and therefore mer your Loves | 

In their own Faſhion, like a Merriment. | | 

Dum. Our Letters, Madam, en * 
Long. So did our Locks. | 0 
Roſa. We did not coat them ſo. 
King. Now at the lateſt Minute of the How, 

Grant us your Loves. yy 

_— , * A Time methinks too ſhort, 5 

To make a World · without · end in; 


n my Lord, W an 


Full 
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Full of dear Guiltineſs, and therefore this: 
If for my Love (as there is no ſuch Cauſe) 
You will do ought, this ſhall you do for me; 
Your Oath I will not truſt; but go with ſpecd 
To ſome forlorn and naked Hermitage. 
Remote from all the Pleaſures of the World; 
There ſtay until the twelve Celeſtial Signs 
Have brought about theif Annual Reckoning. 
If this auſtere inſociable Life, 
Change not your Offer made in Heat of Blood: 
If Froſts, and Faſts, hard ing, and thin Weeds 

Nip not the gaudy Bloſſoms of your Love, | 
But that it bear this Trial, and laft Love; 
Then at the Expiration of the Year, TT 
Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe Deſerts; 
And by this Virgin Palm, now kifling thine, 
J will be thine; and till that Inſtant ſhut 
My woful ſelf up in a meurning Houſe, 
Raining the Tears of Lamentation, _ | 
For the Remembrance of my Father's Death. 
If this thou do deny, let our Hands part, 
Neither intituled in the other's Heart. 
King. If this, or more than this, I would den, 
To flatter up theſe Powers of mine with Reſt; 
The ſudden Hand of Death cloſe 4 4K 

Henee ever then, my Heart is in thy Breaſt 


Biron, And what to me, my Love? and what to me? 


Roſa. You muſt be purged too, Sins are rank, 
3 with Fault and Perjury; 
Therefore if you my Fayour mean to get, 
A Twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

But ſeek the weary Beds of People fick. 
Dum. But What to me, my Love? but what to me? 
Kath. A Wife? a Beard, fair Health and Honeſty; 

With three-fold Love I wiſh you all theſe three. 
Dum. O ſhall I fay, I thank 
Kath. Not fo, my Lord; a 


Ill mark no Words that ſmooth-fac'd Wooers ſay. 
Come when the King doth to thy Lady come; 
Then if I have much Love, II give you ſome. 


Dun. 


du, gentle Wife? | 
Wa mene and a Day, : 


WET» hos 


With all the 
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Dum. I'll ſerve thee true and faithfully till then, 
Kath. Yet ſwear not, leaſt ye be forſworn again. 
Long. What ſays Maria? 
Mar. At the Twelve-month's End 
He my black Gown for a faithful Friend. 
Long. n ſtay with Patience; but the Time is long. 
Mar. The liker you, ſew taller are ſo young. 
iron. Studies my Lady? Miſtreſs, look on me, 
Behold the Window of * Heart, mine Eye: 
What humble Suit attends thy Anſwer there, 
Impoſe ſome Service on me for my Love. 
| Roſa. Oft have 1 heard of you, my Lord Birop, 
| Before I faw you; and the World's large Tongue 
Proclaims you he © Man repleat with Mocks, 
Full of Compariſons, and wounding Flouts, 
Which you on all Eſtates will execute, 
That ly . withia the of your Wit: 
To wed this Wormw fon your fruitful Brain, 
And therewithal to win me, if you pleaſe, 
Without the which I am not to be won; | 
Tou ſhall this Twelve-month term from Day to Day 
Viſit the ſpeechleſs Sick, and ſtill converſe 
With groa groaning Wretches; and your Task ſhall be, 
| rce Endeavour of your Wit, 55 
To enforce the pained Impotent to ſmile. 


Biron. To move wild Laughter in the Throatof Death? 


It cannot be, it is impoſſible; 

Mirth cannot move a Soul in Agony. 

Roa. Why that's the way to choak # gibiog Spirie, 

| Whole Influence is begot of that looſe Grace, 

Which ſhallow laughing Hearers give to Fools: 

A Jeſt's Proſperity lyes in the Ear 1 
him that hears it, never in the Tongue 

Of him that makes it: Then, if fickly Ears, : 

Deaft with the Clamours of their own dear Groans, 

Will r idle Scorns; continue then, 

have you, and that Fault withal; 

= if will not, threw away that Spare, 

And 1 find o 

Right * of your Reformation. 


Lovs's Labour's loſt. 


Biron. A Twelve-month? Well, befall what will befall, 
II jeſt a Twelve-month in an Hoſpital. 
Prin, Ay, (weet my Lord, and I take my Leave. 
ſro the King. 
King. No Madam, we will wine ou on your way. 
Biron. Our Weoing doth not end yo an da Play; 
Zack hath not Fill; Theſe Ladies Courteſie 
Might well have made our Sport a Comedy. 
Come, Sir, it wants a Tyyclve· month and a Day, | 
And then 'twill end. 
Biron, That's too long for a Play. 
Enter Armado. 
Arm Sweet Majeſty, vouchſafe me, 
Prin. Was not that Hector? 
Dum. The worthy Knight of Troy. 
Arm. 1 will kiſs thy Royal Finger, and take Leave. 5 
I am a Votary, I — vow'd to Faquenetta to hold the 
Plough for her ſweet Love three Years. But moſteſteem'd 
| Greatneſs, will you hear — e that the two Learn- 
ed Men have compiled, in of the Owl and the 
Cuckow ? It ſhould have f w'd in the End of our 
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo. 
um. Holla, approach. 
Enter all. 
| This fide is Hiems, r 
This Ver, #he 8 2 The ore maintain'd by the On, 
The other by 
Ver, begin. | | 


5 The SONG. 
When Daſies pied, and Violets blue, 
And Cuctom buds of bue; 
Ld Lady-Smocks Silver white, 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 
„ Man; for bus fings be, 


Cuckew, Cuckow: O i Falth 
Uneog s 6 Marr Ea 


wy mn. 
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When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten Straws, 
And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clocks: © 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Dams, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks; 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 
Mocks Married Men; for thus ſings he, 
Cuc low. 

Cuclem, Cuckow: O Word of Fear, 

. Unpleaſmg to % Married Ear! 


Winter. 


When Ifieles hang by the Wall, 9 
And Dick the Shepherd blows his Nail ; 
And Tom bears Logs into the Hall, 
And Milk comes ſroxen Home in Pail ; 

When Blood is nipt, and Ways be foul, 

Then Nightly ſings the hari Owl 
 Tiv-whit, to- who. 

4A 


8 


nde all dbu the Wind db abs, 
And Coughing drowns the Par ſen s Saw; 
And Birds ſit brooding in the Snow, 
And Marrian's Noſe looks red and ram; 
When roaſted Crabs hiſs in the Bowl, 
| Then Nightly ſings the flaring a 
Nu. hit, to-who, 
Amer Note, 
While greaſie Jone 405 heel 5 Pot. 


Arm. The Words of Mercury 
Are harſh after the Songs of poll: 
You that way, we this _ 
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| Starvecling the Tailor. 
we 4 Princeſs of the Amazons berrorhed to 


| Dramatis Perſ one. 


"Heſeus, Duke of Athens. 
Epeus, an Athenian Lord. 


Lyſandes, 8 in Love with Hermia. 


Demetrius, i» Love with Hermia. 
Quince, the Carpenter. 


| Snug, the Foiner . 
Bottom, the Weaver. 


Flute, the Bellow;-mender. 
Snowt, the Tinker. 


| Hermia, Daughter to Egeus, in Love wah 


. Lyſander. 


Helena, in Love with Demetrius 


ATTENDANTS. 


Oberon, King of the Fairies. 


Titania, 4 the Fairies. 
Puck, or 8 4 * 
Peaſebloſſom, | 

Cobweb, 


Moth, * 
Muſtardſeed, J 
Other Fairies attending « on the King and Queen. 
SCE NE Athens, and a Wood n nt 


* * 
To 


* = . N US DJ 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Theſeus and Hippolita, with Attendant, 


THESEUS. 


Draws on apace; four heppy Days 


bring in 


7 
| 


E— 

Sis] == 
2/7 
«* - 2 
15 
12 


how ſlow 


h n 
„ 
*\% 


— Deſires 
Like to a Srep-dame, or a Dowaper, 
Long withering out a young Man's Revenue. 


Hip. Four Days will ary if ſteep themſelves in Nights, | 


Four Nights will quickly dream away the Time: 
And then the Moon, like to a Silver Bow, 
New bent in Heaven, * the Night 

Of our Solemnities. 

1 | 

Stir up the Athenian Youth to Wanted 

Awake the pert and nimble Spirit of Mirth, 
Turn Melancholy forth to Funerals} | 


Midfummer-Night' Dream. 


ow, fair Hippolita, our Nuptial Hour | 


Another Moon : But ob, merhinks, 
This old Moon wanes! She lingers my ; 
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The pale Companion is not for our Pomp 
Hippolita, 1 woo'd thee with my Sword,” | 
And won thy Love, doing thee Injurics: 
Bur 1 will wed thee in another Key, 
With Pomp, with Triumph, and with Revelling. | 
Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyſander, and Demetrius. 
Ege. Happy be Theſeus, our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks good Egeus; what's the News with thee? 
Ege. Full of Vexation, come l, with Complaint 1 
Againſt my Child, my Daughter Her mia. 
Stand forth Demetrius. My noble Lord. 
This Man hath my Conſent to marry her. 
Stand forth 3 And, my gracious Duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the Boſom of my Chill: 
Thou, thou Lyſander, thou haſt given her Rhimes, 
And interchang'd Love-tokens with my Child: 
Thou haſt, by Moon-light, at her Window ſung, 
With feigoing Voice, Verſes of feigning Love, 
And ftoll'n th Impreſſion of her Fantaſie, . 
With Bracelets of thy Hair, Rings, Gavyds, Conceits, 
Knacks, Trifles, Noſegays, Sweet-meats, Meſſengers 
Of ſtrong Prevailment in unharden d Youth: 
With Cunning haſt thou filch d my Daughter's Heart, 
Turn'd her Obedience, which is due to me, ST. 
To ſtubborn Harſhneſs. And, my gracious Duke, 
Re it ſo ſhe will not here before your Grace 
Conſent to marry with Demetrius, I - 
I beg the ancient Privilege of Athens, x 
As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her: 
Which ſhall be either to this Gentleman, 
Or to her Death, vpe our Law, 
Immediately provided in that Caſs 
The. What ſay you, Hermia? beadvis'd, fair Maid. 
To you your Father ſhould be as a God; _ _ 
One that compos'd your Beauties; yea, and one 
To whom ycu are but as a Form in Wax 
By him imprinted ; and within his Power, 
To leave the Figure, or disfigure it: 
Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman. 


Her. So is Lyſanier. 
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The. In himſelf he i is; | 
But in this kind, wanting your Father's Voice, | 
The other muſt be held the worthier. | 
Her. I would my Father look d but with my Eyes. 
The. Rather your Eyes muſt with his Judgment look. 
Hey. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 
I know not by what Power | am made bold, 
Nor how it may concern my Modeſty 
In ſach a Preſence here to plead my Thoughts: 
But I beſeech your Grace, that I may know . 
The worft chit may befal me in this Caſe, Ne 
If Il refuſe to wed Demetrius. 
The. Either to die the Death, or to abjure 
For ever the Society of Men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, queſtion your Deſires, 
Know of your Yourh, examine well your Blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your Father's Choice, 
Tou can endure the Livery of a Nun, 
For Aye to be in ſhady Cloifter mew'd, 
To live a barren Siſter all your Life, 
Chanting faint Hymns to the cold fruitleſs Moon. 
Thrice bleſſed they that maſter ſo their Blood. 
To undergo ſuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 
But earlier happy is the Roſe diftill'd, PSS, 
Than that winch withering on the Virgin Thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in ſingle Blefſedneſs. 
Her. So will L grow, fo live, fo die, wy Lord, 
Ere I will yield my Virgin Patent up 
Unto his Lordſhip, to whoſe unwiſh'd Yoak 
My Soul conſents not to give 3 
The. Take time to pauſe, and by t next New n 
The ſealing Day betwixt my Love and he, 
For everlaſting Bond of n 
Upon that Day either . 
For Diſobedience to your as Father Will, 
Or elſe to wed Demetrius as he would, 
Or on Dianas Altar to proteſt, 
For aye, Auſterity and fingle Life. 
Dem. Relent, ſweet Hermia, and Lyſander, 1 
Thy crazed Title to my certain Right. 


— 


1 
— 4 2 7 


r 


n 
2 e - 


"75 
> 1 * 1 S 2 J 
2 


8 
* 


— 2 — 


A „ 64k E-DBEE 4 


Tf 


86 A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 


| Tyſ. You have her Father's Love, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia's; do you marry him. 
Ege. Scornful Lyſandey! true, he hath my Love; 
And what is mine, my Love ſhall render him. 
And ſhe is mine, and all my Right of her 
I do eſtate unto Demetrius. 
I/ 1 am, my Lord, as well deriy'd as he, 
As well poſſeſt: My Love is more than his: 
My Fortune's every way as fairly rank d, 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius: 
And, which is more than all theſe Boaſts can be, 
I am beloy'd of beauteous Hermis. 
Why ſhould not I then proſecute my Right? 
| Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head, 
Made Love to Nedar's Daughter, Helena, 
And won her Soul; and ſhe, ſweet Lady, doats, 
Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry, 
| Upon this ſpotted and inconſtant Man. 
The, I muſt confeſs, that I have heard ſo much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have ſpoke thereof; . 
But being over- full of Self- affairs, | 
My Mind did loſe it. But Demetrius come, 
And come Egeus, you ſhall go with me, 
I have ſome private ſcheoling for you both. 
For tair Hermia, look you arm your 
To fit your Fancies to your Father's Will; 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yields you up 
(Which by no Means we may extenuate) 
To Death, or to a Vow of fingle Life. 
Come my Hippolita, what Cheer, my Love? 
| Demetrius and Egeus go along, 
I muſt employ you in ſome Buſineſs - 
| our Nuptials, and confer with yon 
Ot ſomething nearly that concerns your ſelves. 
Ne. Wich Dare and Deſire we follow you. Ex. 
Manent Lyſander and Hermia. 
T How now, my Love? Why, is your Cheek lo ple? 
How chance the Roſes there do fade to faſt ? 
* Her. Belike for want of Rain, which | could well 
3 Eyes. 
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Ly Hermia, for t that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by Tale or Hiſtory, 
The Courſe of true Love never did run ſmooth, 

But either it was different in Blood — 

Her. O crols! tos high to be enthrall'd to Love. 
Lyſ. Or elſe mi in reſpect of Years —— 
Her. O Spight! too old to be engag'd to young. 
Lyſ. Or elſe it ſtood upon the choice of Merit 
Her. O Hell! to chuſe Love by another's Eye. 
Lyſ. Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 

| War, Death, or Sickneſs, did lay Siege to it; 

ing it momen as a , 

Swift as a Shadow, ſhort as any Dream, 

Brief as the Lightning in the collied Night, 

That in a Spleen untolds both Heaven and Earth; 

And ere a Man hath Power to fay, Behold, 

The Jaws of Darkneſs do devour it up; 

So quick bright Things come to Ro. 

Hier. If the true Lovers have been ever croft, 

It ſtands as an Edict in Deſtin ; —_ 

Then let us teach our Trial Patience, 
Becauſe it is a cuſtomary Croſs, PR” Ro gh 

As due to Love, as Thoughts, and Dreams, and Sighs, 

Wiſhes and Tears, Fancy's Followers. 

T A good Perſuaſion; therefore hear me, Hermia, 

I have a Widow-Aunt, a Do 1 
Of great Revenue, and ſhe hath no Child; 

And ſhe reſpects me as her only Son: 4 

There, genile Hermia, may T marry thee, 

And to that Place the ſharp Athenian Law 

Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me, then 

Steal forth thy Father's Houſe to Morrow Night; 

And in the Wood, a League without the Town, 

| Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do Obſervance for a Morn of May, 

There will | ſtay for thee 

— _ 28 A 

I ſwear to thee, by Cupid's ftrongeſt Bow; 

| By kis Beſt Arrow with the Golden Head, 


And by that Fire which burn d the Carthage Queen. 
' When the falſe Trojan, under Sail, was ſeen; 


To Morrow truly will I meet with thee, 


Demetrius loves you, fair; O happy fair 


Hier. His Folly, Helena, is none of mine. 


Before the time 'I did Lyſander ſee, 
 Seem'd Athens like 2 Paradiſe to me. 


That he hath turn'd a Heaven into Hell ? 
To. Morrow Night, when Phabe doth behold 
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By the Simplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which knitteth Souls, and proſpers Lave: 


By all the Vows that ever Men have broke, 
In number more than ever Women ſpoke, 
In that ſame Place thou haſt appointed me, 


Ly/. Keep Promiſe Love. Look, here comes Helena 
* A | 
Her. God ſpeed r He whither awa 2 2 
Hel. Call you me fair? that fait ain vo! 4 e 
air! 


Your Eyes are Load - ſtars, and . Air, 
More tunable than Lark to Shepherd's n 
When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds appear. 


| Sickneſs is catching : O were Favour fo, 
| Your Words I'd catch, tair Hermis, ere I go, 


My Ear ſhould catch your Voice, my Eye yeur Eye, 

My Tongue ſhould catch your Tongue s ſweet Melody. 

Were the World mine, Demetrius being bated, 

The reſt I'll give to be to you tranſlated. 

O teach me how you look, and with what Art 

You ſway the Motion of Demetrius Heart. 
Her. 1 frown upon him, yet he loves me ill. 5 
Hel. O that your Frowns * teach my Smiles ſuch 
Her. I give him Curſes, yet SHE me Love. (Skill. 
Hel. Oh that my Prayers Tack uch Affection move. 
Her. The more J hate, the more he follows me. 

Hel, The more I lore. the more he hateth me. 


Fu 


Hel. None but your Beauty, would that Fault were mine. ; 
Her. Take Comfort; he no more ſhall ſee my Face, 
zy and my ſelf will fly this 2 8 5 


O then, what Graces in my Love do dwell, 


V Helen, to you our Minds we will unfold; 
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Her Silver Viſage in the wat'ry Glaſs, 

Decking with Liquid Pearl the bladed Graſs, 

A Time that Lovers Flights doth ſtill conceal, 
Through Athens Gate have we devis'd to ſteal. 
Her. And in the Wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint Primroſe Beds were wont to lye, | 
Emptying our Boſoms of their Counſels ſwelbd; 
There my Lyſander and my ſelf ſhall meet, 
And thence trom Athens turn away our Eyes, 

To ſeek new Friends and ftrange Companions. 
Farewel ſweet Play-fellow; pray thou for us, 
And good Luck grant thee thine Demetrius. 

Keep Word, Lyſander, we muft ſtarve our Sight 
From Lovers Food, till Morrow deep Midnight. 


I, I will, my Hermia. Helena adieu, | 

As you on him, Demetrius doats on you. [Exit Lyſander. 
Hel. How happy ſome, o'er otherſome can be! 

Through Athens I am thought as fair as ſhe. 

But what of that; Demetrius thinks not ſo: 

He will not know, what all but he doth know. 

And as he errs, doating on Hermia's Eyes, 

So I, admiring of his Qualities: 

Things baſe and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can tranſpoſe to Form and Dignity: | 

Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind, 

And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind: 

Nor hath Love's Mind of any Judgment taſte; 

Wings and no Eyes, Figure unhcedy haſt. 

And therefore is Love faid to be a Child, 

Becauſe in Choice he often is begui. d. 

As waggiſh Boys themſelves in Game forſwear, 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 

For ere Demetrius lookt on Hermia's Eyne, 

He bail'd down Oaths that he was only mine; 

And when this Hail ſome Heat from Hermia felt, 

So he diſſoly d. and Showers of Oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's Flight: 

Then to the Wood will he to Morrew Night 

Purſue her; and for this Intelligence 

If I have Thanks, it is a dear Expence. But 
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: by the Scrow!. Maſters ſpread your ſelves. 
Quin. Anſwer as I call you. Nick Bottom the Wea- 
Bot. Ready: Name what Part I am for, and proceed. 


þ 


But herein mean I to enrich my Pain, © 

To have his Sight thither, and back again. [ Exeumt. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and Starveling. 
Quin. Is all our Company here? 

Bor. You were beſt to call them generally. Man by 

Man, according to the Scrip. | 
Quin. Here is the Scrow| of every Man's Name, which 


is thought fit threngh all Athens to play in our Enterlude 
before the Duke and the Dutcheſs, on his Wedding day 


at Night, | ED 
Bot. Firſt, Peter Quince, ſay what the Play treats 


on; then the Names of the Actors; and ſo grow on 
to a Point. | | 


Quin. Marry. our Play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 


and moſt cruel Death of Pyramns and Thisby. 


Bor. A very good piece of Work I aſſure you, and 2 
Now good Petey Quince, call forth your Actors 


Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are ſet down for Pyramus. 
Ber. What is Pyramus, a Lover, or a Tyrant? 5 
| Bin. A Lover that -kills himſelf gallantly for 
Lope. | : | t 
Bot. That will ask ſome Tears in the true pe 


performing 
ol it; if I do it, let the Audience look to their Eyes; 1 


will move Sturms; I will condole in ſome meaſure. To 
the reſt Jet my chief Humour is for a Tyrant; I could 

ay Ercles rarely,-or a Part to tear a Cat in, to make all 
plit the raging Rocks, and ſhivering Shoks ſhall break the 
Locks of Priſon- Gates, and Phibbas Carr ſhall ſhine from 
far, and make and mar the Fooliſh Fates. This was lofty. 
Now name the reſt of the Players. This is Ercles Vein, a 
Tyrant's Vein; a Lover is more condoling. ; 

n. Francis Flute the Bellows-mender. 

Here Peter 7 5 


Flu. What is Thisby, a 


6 
wandring Knight? 


> 


a 


1 Midfummer-Nizht's Dream. 91 
It is the Lady that Pyramus muſt love. 


Fx. "Nay faith, er not me play a Woman, I haye a : 
Beard coming. 
Quin. That's all one, r 2 Mask, and 


you may ſpeak as ſmall as you wil 
. And I may hide my Face, let me play Thishy too; 
17 2 in a monſtrous little Voice, Thifas, — 1 ah 


. No, no, you muſt play Tams; and Flute, you 


Bot. Well, proceed. 
Quin. Robin 1 A the Taylor. 
Star. Here Peter 


ther. 
| _ Snow, the Tinker. 
Here Peter 


Lou — 2 my ſelf, Thidy' Father; : 
Snug, che 8 you the Lion's part; 1 bope there is 


a Play fitted. 
Snug. Have you the Lion's Part written ? Pray you if it 
be, give it me, for I am {low of Study. 


Roaring. 


Bot. Let me play the Lion too, I will rcar, that I will 
do any Man's Heart good to hear me. I will rear, that I 


000 


| hu " Duin, If you ſhould do it too terribly, you would . 24 

the Du het and the Ladies, that they v 

that were enough to hang us all. 
Al. That would hang us every Mother's Son 

| Boz. I grant you Friends, if that you ſhould 1d fright the 

Ladies out of their Wits, they would have no more Diſ- 


cretion but to hang us ; but I will vate my Voice {o, 
that 1 will roar 2 Nel as any INST 


_ roar an twere any Nig 
Quin. 1 for 


u a tweet-fac'd Man, a proper Man as one ſhall x : 
Sum 


— my Lover dear, thy Thiaby dear, and Lady 


Quin. Rohm St Jang, you muſt pla This Mo- 


«in. You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing but i 
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Summer's Day; a moſt lovely Gentleman- like · man, there- 
fore you mult needs play Fyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What Beard were I beſt 
to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will 

Ber. 1 will diſcharge it in either your Straw-colow 
Beard, your Orange-tawny Beard, your Purple-in- 
* or your French-Crowrn-colour d — Perle 
yellow. _ 

Quin. Some of your French-Crowns have no Hair at 
all, and then you will play bare-fac'd. But Maſters here 
are your Parts, and I am to intreat you, eſt you, and 
deſire you to con them by to Morrow Night: and meet 
me in the Palace-Wood, a Mile without * Town by 
Moonlight, there we will rehearſe; for it we meet in the 
City, we ſhall be dog'd with Company, and our Devices 
known. In the mean time I will draw a Bill of Proper- 
ties, ſuch as our Play wants. I pray you fail me not. 

Boe. We will meet, and there we may reherſe more ob- 
ſcenely and courageouſly. Take pain, be 3 adieu. 

Quin. At the Duke's Tak we meet. | | 
Bot. Enough, hold or one ROOD: Ie. 


A n 1 


0 . 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


me er at v0 Do and Puck. or Robin goodidlow 
——_— 7 a2 


Puck. O w now Spirit, whither winder 2 
8 H Fai. Over Hill, over Dale, ads pov 
Over Park, over Pale, th Flood, through Fire, (Briar, 


I do wander every where, iwifter than the Moon's Sphere; 
And 1 ſerve the Fairy Queen, to dew her Orbs upon the 
The Cow(ſlips tall her Penfoners te, „„ 
In their geld Coats Spots you ſee, 

Thoſe be Rubies, Fairy Favours, 
in thoſe Freckles live their Savours: 
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1 muſt go ſeek ſome Dew-Drops here, 


And hang a Pearl in every Cowllip's Ear. 
Farewel thou Lob of Spirits, I'll be gone, 


Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon. 


Puck. The King doth keep his Revels here to Night, 
Take heed the Queen come not within his Sight, 
For Oberon is paſſing fell and wrath, 


Becauſe that ſhe, as her Attendant hath 


A lovely Boy ſtol'n from an Indian King, 
She never had fo fweet a Changeling; 

And jealous Oberon would have the Child 
Knight of his Train, to trace the Foreſts vo ld; 
But ſhe per-force with-holds the loved Boy, 


| Crowns him with Flowers, and makes him all her Joy: 


And now they never meet in Grove, or Green, 

By Fountain clear, or ſpangled Star-light ſheen, 

But they do ſquare, that all:their Elves for fear 

Creep into Acorn Cups, and hide them there. 
Fas, Either I miſtake your Shape and Making quite, 

Or elſe you are that ſhrewd and knaviſh Sprite 

Call'd Robin. goodfellow. Are you not he, 

That fright the Maidens of the Villageree, 

Skim Milk, and ſometimes labour in the Quern, 

And bootleſs make the breathleſs Huſwife chern, 

And ſometime make the Drink to bear no Barme 

Miſ-lead Night-wanderers, laughing at their Harm? 

Thoſe that Hobgebl;z call you, and ſweet Puck, 


You do their Work, and they ſha} have good Luck. 
Are not you he? 


Puck. Thou ſpeał ſt | 

lam that merry wits ihe: the Night : 

I jeft to Oberon. and make him ſmile 

When I a fat and bean-fed Horſe 

* hing in likeneſs like a filly F 
ſometimes lurk I in a Goſſipꝰs Bowl. 

ne „ 1 

And when ſhe drinks, | 5 
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Then flip I from her Bum, down topples ſhe, 
And Tailor cries, and falls into a Cough, 
And then the whole Quire bold their Hips, and loffa 
And waxen in their Mirth, and neeze and ſwear, 
A merrier Hour was never waſted there, 
But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. 

Friai, And here my Miſtreſs: 
- Wouki tht we woe tank 

| Enter Oberon King 
1 and the — 

: e NN 
| Queen. What, denen oe 5 jp hence, 
11 — Crmptng | 

ob. Tarry raſh Wanton, am not I thy Lord? 

. Then I muſt be thy Lady; bat Lithove 
Wbden thou waſt ſtoll n away from Fairy Land, 
6 TENT Lice - 

| on Pipes of Corn, ne 
8 Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the fartheſt ſteep of Indi? 
But that forſooth the bouncing Amazon, | 
Your buskin'd Miſtreſs, and your Warrior Love. . 
To Theſexs muſt be wedded, 'and you come, 
To pive their Bed Joy and P 
Ob. How an thou ths for ſhame, Titania, 
Glance at my Credit with Hippolita, 
Knowing I know thy Love to Theſes? 
Dal thou not lexd him throagh the glimmering Night 
From Peregenia, whom he raviſhed, 
And make bum with fair Zgle break bis Faith, 
With Ariadne, and 
Qn. Thele are che Forgeries of cxlouſie, | 
And never ſince the middle s$ 
Miet we on Hill, in Dale, Foreſt, — 
By paved Fountain, or by ruſhy Brook, | 
Or in the beached Margent of the Sea, 
To dance our Ringlets to the whiſtling Wind, 


But with thy Navis thou haſt diſturb'd our rh 
* | "OA 


Fairies ar 3 
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As in Rev 
Contagious Fogs; which 44 in * Land, 
Have every petty River mad 
That they have over-born their = Ie 
The Ox hath therefore ftretch'd his Yoak in vain, 
The Ploughman loft his Sweat, and the green Corn 
Hath rotted, ere his Youth attain'd a Beard, 
The Fold ſtands empty in the drowned Field, 
And Crows are fatted with the Murrion Flock, 
The Nine-mens-morris is fill d up with Mud, 
And the queint Mazes in the wanton Green, 
For lack of tread are undiſtinguiſnable. 
The human Mortals want their Wiater here, 
No Night is now with Hymn or Carol bleft; 
Therefore the Moon, the r of Floods, 
Pale in her Anger, waſhes all the Air; 
That Rheumatick Diſeaſes do abound. 
And thorough this Diſtemperature, we ſee 
The Seaſons alter; hoary-headed Froſts | 
Fall in the freſh Lap of the Crimſon Roſe, 
And on old Hyems Chin and Icy Crown, 
An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Summer Buds 
Is as in Mockery ſet. The Spring, the Summer, 
The childing Autumn, Winter chan w_— 
Their wonted Liyeries, the amazed World, 
By their increaſe, now knows not which is which; 
And this ſame Progeny of Evil comes 
From our Debate, from our Diſſention, 
vas are their Parents and Original. 


ou amend it then, it lyes in 3 
Why r node pra Le 155 


I do but beg a little changeli 4 

1 do but beg ale * 
Len. Set your Heart at reſt, 
The Fairy-land buys not the Child of me. 
His Mother was a Votreſs of my Order, 

And in the ſpiced Indian Air by Night 

Full ofien the hath goſlpt by my ide, 
And fat with me . 


96 A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 
Marking th embarked Traders of the Flood, 
When we have laught to ſee the Sails conceive, 


And grow big- bellied with the wanton Wind: 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming Gate, 


Following (her Womb then rich with my young Squire) 


Would imitate, and fail upon the Land, 
To fetch me Trifles, and return again, 
As from a Voyage rich with Merchandize. 
But ſhe being mortal, of that Boy did die, 
And for her fake I do rear up her Boy, 
And for her ſake I will not part with him. 
Ob. How long within this Wood intend you ſtay? 
| Deen. Perchance 1 after Theſeus Wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And fee our — Revels, go with us; 
If not, ſhun me and 1 will ſpare your Haunts. 
O6. Give me that Boy, and I will go with thee. 
ween. Not for thy fairy Kingdom. Fairies away: 


We ſhall chide Pda, By if I longer ſtay. [ Exennt.. 
95. Well, go thy way; thou ſhalt not from this Grove, 


Till I torment thee for this Injury. 

My gentle Puck come hither; thou remembreſt 

Since that I fate upon a Promontory, 

And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphin's Back, 

Uttering ſuch Dulcet and Harmonious Breath, 

That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 

And certain Stars ſhot madly from their Sphears, 

To hear the Sea-maid's Muſick. 
Puck. I remember. By 
O65. That very time I ſaw, but has could'ft not, 

bu, between the cold Moon and the Earth, 

all arm'd; a certain Aim he took 

; 2 a 1625 Veſtal, throned by the Weſt, 

And loos'd his Love-ſhaft ſmartly from his . 

As it ſhould pierce a hundred enki Hearts; 

But I might ſee young Cupid's fiery Shaft 8 

| Quench'd in the chaſte Beams of the wat'ry Moon, 

And the Imperial Votreſs paſſed on, | 
In Maiden- Meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet marx d I where the of Cupid fel, 


i 


RD 
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It fell upon a little weſtern Flower; 
Before, milk- white, now purple with Love's Wound, 
And Maidens call it, Love in Idleneſs. 
Fetch me that Flower; the Herb I fhew'd thee once; 
The Juice of it, on ſleeping Eye- lids laid, 
ata make a Man or Woman madly doat 
the next live Creature that it ſees. 
Fac me this Herb, and be thou here again 
Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a 
Puck, III put a Girdle about the Earth in forty Minutes. 
Exit. | 
08. Having once this Juice, l 
m watch Titania when the is =D 


She ſhall _— it with the Soul o 4 | 
And ere I take this Charm off from her Sight, 


(As I can take it with another Herb) 


Ill make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes here? I am inviſible, 


And I will oyer-hear their Conference. 


Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 
Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue me not. 
Where is Lyſander, and fair Hermia ? 
The one Il ſtay, the other ſtayeth me. 


Thou told'ſt me they were ſtol'n into this Wood; 


And here am I, and wood within this Wood, 

Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence get thee gone, and follow me no more, 
Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 

But yet you draw not Iron; for my Heart 

is true as Steel. Leave you your Fower to draw, 


= And I ſhall have no Power to follow you. 
Dem. Do I entice you? Do I ſpeak you fair? 
Or rather do 1 not in plaineſt Truth, 1 
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you? 
Hel. And even for that do I love thee the more; 
Iam your Spaniel, and, — | 
Vol. II. The 
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The more you beat me I will fawn on you: 
Uſe me but as your Spaniel, ſpurn me, ſtrike me, 
Negle& me, loſe me; only give me Leave, 
_ Unworthy as I am, to follow you. - 
What worſer Place can I beg in your Love, 
(And yet a Place of high R _ with me) 

Than is be uihd @s you Os your 
Dem. Tempt not too mack the ered of my Spirit, * 
For I am fick when I do losk on thee. 

Hel. And I am fick when I look not on you. 

Dem. You do impeach your Modeſt * much, 
To leave the City, and commit your 

Into the hands o one — loves you = 

Io truſt the Opportunity of Ni | 

And the ill Codes of of 2 2 2 | 

With the rich Worth of your Virginity. 

Hel. Your Virtue is my Privilege; for that 
It is not Night when I do ſee your Face, 
Therefore I think I am not in the Night. 

Nor doth this Wood lack Worlds of _ E 
For you, in my Reſpect, are all the Wan. 

Then how can it be ſaid I am alone, 
When all the World is here to look on me? 
Dem. I'll run from thee and hide me in the Brakes, 
And leave thee to the Mercy of wild Beaſts. 

Hel. The wildeſt hath not ſuch a Heart as you; 
Run when you will, the Story ſhall be chang'd: 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds * Chace; 

The Dove purſues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleſs ſeed! 
When Cowardize purſues, and Valour flics. 

Dem. I will not ſtay thy _ let me * $93 
Or if you follow me, do not believe, 

But I ſhall do thee Miſchief in the Wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the Temple in the Town and * 
Vou do me Miſchief, Fye, Demetrius, 
Your Wrongs do ſet a Scandal on my Sex: 

We canrot fight for Love, as Men may do; 
We ſhould be wood, and were noc mace to woo. 
I tollow thee, and make a Heavea of Hell, 


— Py way 
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To die upon the Hand I love ſo well. Exe 
ob. Fare thee well, Nymph; ere he do leave this Grove 
Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſeek thy Love. 
Haſt thou the Flower there ? Welcome Wanderer, 
882 Sow tak. —_— . 
Puck. Ay, there it is. SIE 
Ob. I pray thee give it me; 
I know a Bank where the wild Time blows, 
Where the Oxſlips and the nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over cannopy d with laſcious Woodbine, _ 
With ſweet Musk Roſes, and with Eglantine, 
There ſleeps Titania, ſome time of the Night, 
Lull'd in theſe Flowers, with Dances and Delight; 
And there the Snake throws her enammel'd Skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in: _ 
And with the Juice of this LI ſtreak her Eyes, 
And make her full of hateful Fantaſies. 5 
Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this Grove; 
A ſweet Athenian Lady is in love 8 | 
With a diſdainful Youth; anoint his Eyes, 
But do it when the next thing he efpies 
May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the Man, 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on, 
Effect it with ſome Care, that he may prove 
More fond of her than ſhe upon her Love; 
And look you meet me ere the firſt Cock crow, 
Puck. Fear not my Lord, your Servant ſhalldo ſo. Exit. 
Enter Queen of Fairies, with her Train. 
Queen. Come, now a Roundel, and a Fairy Song: 
Then for the third Part of a Minute hence, ; 
Some to kill Kankers in the Musk-Roſe 
Some war with Reremiſe for their leathern Wings. 
To make my ſmall Elves Coats; and ſome keep back 
The clamorous Owl that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our queint Spirits. Sing me now aſleep, | 
Then to your Offices, and let me reft, 


* Fairies Sing. SW 
You ſpotted Snakes with double Tongue, 
101 Thorny Hedgehogs be not ſeen, 2 FI 

| 8 Newts 
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Newt: and blind Worms do no wrong, 


Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
 Philomel with Melody,” 


your ſweet Lullaby, 
2 A lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulls, Inllaby: 
Never harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come our lovely Lady nigh, 
So good night with Lullaby. 
5 2 Fairy. 
Weaving Spiders come not here; 
— * long · leg I Spinners, hence: 
Beetles 1 pproach not near, 
Worm nor $ 2 no Offence. 
6 Philomel with Melody, &Cc. 


. 1 Fairy. 
Hence away; now all is well: 


. in: [Excunt Fairies, | 
ob. What thou n wake, 
Do it for thy true Love take, 


Love and languiſh for his fake; | 

Be it Ounce, or Cat, or Bear, 

8 or Boar, 22 briſtled Hair, 

In thy Eye that ſhall appear, 

— — wak'ſt, it is thy Dear; | | 

Wake when ſome vile Thing is near Lexi Chinn 
Enter Lyſander and n | 


Ly. Fair Love. you faint with wandring in the wood: 


And to ſpeak troth, I have forgot our Wa 
We'll reſt us, Hermia, if you think it 4 6 
And tarry for the Comfort of the Day. 1 
Her. Be it ſo, Lyſander; find you out a Bed, 
For I upon this Bank will reſt my Head. 
Ly. One Turf ſhall ſerve as Pillow for us both. 
One Heart, one Bed, two Boſoms, and «ne Troth. 
Her. Nay good Lyſander, for my Sake, my Dia: i 
Lye turther off yet, * not lye ſo near. | 


Ly 


A 
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Lyſ- O take the Senſe ſweet of my Innocence, 

Love takes the Meaning in Love's Conference, 

T mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 

So that but one Heart can you make of it: 

Two Boſoras interchanged with an Oath, 

So then two Boſoms, and a ſingle Troth: 

Then by your Side no Bed-room me deny 

For lying ſo, Hermia, I do not lye. | 

Her. Lyſander riddles very prettily; 

ow much beſhrew my Manners, and my Pride, 

If Hermia meant to ſay, _ 

But gentle Friend, for Love and Curteſie 

Lye further off in human Modeſty ; 

Such Separation as may well be ſaid 

Becomes a virtuous Batchelor, and a Maid; 

So far be diſtant, and good night ſweer Friend, 

Thy Love ne'er alter till thy ſweet Life end. 

Ly. Amen, Amen, to that fair Prayer fay I, 

And then end Life when I end Loyalty: | 

Here is my Bed; Sleep give thee all his Reſt. 5 
Hier. With half that Wiſh, the Wiſher's Eyes be preſt. 


BDaiter Puck. 
Puck. Through the Foreſt have I 
But Athenian find I none, 
On whoſe Eyes 1 might approve 
This Flower's Force in ſtirring Love: 
g Night and Silence! who is here? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear; 
This is he, my Maſter ſaid, 
' Deſpiſed the Athenian Maid? 
And here the Maiden ſleeping ſound 
On the dank and dirty Ground. 
Pretty Soul! ſhe durſt not lie 5 
Near this Lack- love, this kill Curteſie. 
Churl, upon thy Eyes I throw 
All the RT Tk owe: 
When thou wak |, let Love forbid 
Sleep his Scat on. thy Eyc-lid: 


„ 1 + 


gong, 
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So awake when I am 8 


For I muſt now to Obe (Exit. 


Enter Demetrius and Helena runming. 

Hel. Stay, tho' thou kill me, ſweet Demetrius! | 
Dem. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thut. 

Hel. O wilt thou Darling leave me? Do not ſo. 

Dem. Stay on thy Peril, I alone will go. Exit Demetrius 
Hel. OI am out of Breath in this fond Chace, 
The more my Prayer, the leſſer is my Grace, 

Happy is Hermia, whereſoe er ſhe lyes; wg | 
For · ſne hath bleſſed and attractive Eyes. . 

How came her Eyes ſo bright? Not with falt Tears; 
If fo, my Eyes are oftner waſh'd than bers: 

No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear; | 
For Beafts that meet me run away for fear; 
Therefore no marvel, tho Demetrius 
Do as a Monſter, fly my Preſence thus. 
What wicked and difſembling Glaſs of mine, 
Made me compare with Hermis's ſphery Eyne? 
But who is here? Lyſander on the Ground: 
Dead or aſleep? I 2 no Blood, no Wound: 
Lyſander, if you live, good Sir awake, 3 


Ly/. And run thro Fire Iwill for thy ſweet ſake.¶ Waking. 


Traniparent Helen, Nature here ſhews Art, | 
That through thy Boſom makes me ſee thy Heart. 
Where is Demetrius? Oh how fit a Word Mo 
Is that vile Name, to periſh on my Sword? 

Hel. Do not ſay fo; Lyſander, ſay not ſo; 
What tho he love your Hermia ? Lord, what tho“? 
Yet Hermia (till loves you; then be content. 

Ly/. Content with Hermia? No: I do repent 
The tedious Minutes I with her have fpent; 
Not Homia, but Helena now I love: 

Who will not change a Raven for a Dove? 
The Will of Man is by bis Reaſon ſway'd, 
And Reaſon ſays you are the worthier Maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their Seaſon; 
Sol Lon young, 'till now not ripe to Reaſon, 


- And touching now the Point of human skill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhal to my Wil, 


5a > tw e 1 wat Lot my * 
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And leads me to your Eyes, where I o erlook 
Love's Stories, written in Love's richeſt Book. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen Mockery born? 
When at your Hands did I deſerve this Scorn? 
Ist not enough, is t not enough, young Man, 
That I did never, no nor never can 
Deſerve a ſweet Look from Demetrius Eye, 
But you muſt flout my Inſufficiency ? 
troth you do me wrong, good ſooth you do, 
In ſuch diſdainful manner me to woo: 
But fare you well, Perforce I muſt confeſs, 
I thought you Lord of more true Gentleneſs: 
Oh, that a Lady of one Man refusd, 
Should of another therefore be abus'd. 3 
/ She ſees not Hermia; Hermia ſleep thou there, 
And never may'& thou come Lyſander near; 5 
For as a Surfeit of the ſweeteſt Things, | 
The deepeſt loathing to a Stomach brings; 
| Or as the Hereſies that Men do leave, 
Are hated moſt of thoſe they did deceive; 
So thou, my Surfeit and my Hereſie, | 
Of all be hated, but the moſt of me; Ay 
And all my Powers, addreſs your Love and Might, 
To honour Helen, and to be 1 
Her. Help me, Hſander, help me, do thy beſt 
To pluck this crawling Serpent from my Breaſt: 
Ay me, for Pity, what a Dream was here? 
Ly{ander look, how I do quake with Fear; 
Me- ht a Serpent cat my Heart away, 
And yet ſate ſmiling at his cruel Prey; 
Lyſander! what remov'd? Lyſander, Lord! 
What out of hearing, gone? No ſound, no werd? 
Alack where are you? Speak, and if you hear, 
8 of all Loves; 1 ſweon almoſt with Fear. 
o, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 
Either Death or you I'll find immediately. | [Exit 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout and Starveling. | 
The Queen of Fairies ing _ 7 


RE we all met? 

. Pat, pat, and here's a marvellous conve- 
nient Place for our Rehearſal. This green Plot ſhall be 
our Stage, this Hauthorn-Brake our Tyring Houſe, and 
we will do it in Action, as we will doit before the Duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince. | | 
Quin. What lay'ſt thou Bully Bottom? ? 
Box. There are Things in this Comedy of Piramus and 


Thisby, that will never pleaſe. Firſt, Piramus muſt drawa 


Sword to kill himſelf, which the Laces cannot * abide. 
How anſwer you that? 
Snout. Berlaken, a parlous _c- 
Star. I believe we muſt leave the Killing out, whey al 
is done. 


Bot. Not a whit, 1 dans a Mates make all well; 


| write me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeem to fay, 
We will do no harm with our Swords, and that Piramus 
is not killd indeed; and for the better Aſſurance, tell them, 


that I Pyramus am not Fyramus, but Bottom the Weaver; 


this will put them out of fear. 


Quin. Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue, and it ſhall 


be written in Eight and Six. 


Bot. No, make it two more; let it be written in 


aud Eight. 

| Snout, Will not the Ladies be afraid of the Lion ? 

Star. 1 fear it, I promiſe you. 

| Box. Maſters, you ought to conſider with your ſelves; 
to bring in, God ſhield us, a Lion among Ladies, is a 


moſt dreacful Thing; for there is not a more fearful wild 


Fowl than your Lion living; and we ought to look to it. 


: a Lion, 


Snout. Therefore another Frologue muſt tell he is not 


2. 
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Bot. Nay, you muſt name his Name, and half his Face 
muſt be ſeen through the Lion's Neck, and he himſelf 
muſt ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defect; 
Ladies, or fair Ladies, I would wiſh you, or I would 
requeſt you, or | would intreat you, not to fear, not to 
tremble; my Life for yours; if you think I come hither 
as 2 Lion, it were pity of my Life; no, I am no ſuch 
thing, I am a Man as other Men are; and there indeed 
let him name his Name, and tell them plainly he is Snug 
the Joiner, | 
uin. Well, it ſhall be ſo; but there is two hard Things, 
that 1s, to bring the Moon-light into a Chamber; for you 
know Pyramns and Thisby meet by Moon-light. 
Snug. Doth the Moon ſhine that Night we play our Play? 
Bot. A Calender, a Calender, book in the 1 
find out Moon-ſhine, find out Moon-ſhine. ets 
Quin. Yes, it doth thine that Niglt. 
Bot. Why then may you leave a Caſement of the great 
Chamber Window, where we Play, open, and the Moon 
may ſhine in at the Caſement. . 
Quin. Ay, or elſe one muſt come in with a Buſh of 
Thorns and a Lanthorn, and ſay he comes to disfigure, or 
to preſent the Perſon of Moon-ſhine; then there is ano- 
ther thing, we muſt haye a Wall in the great Chamber, 
for Pyramus and Thisby, ſays the Story, did talk through 
the Chink of a Wall. 3 | 
Snug. You can never bring in a Wall. What fay you 
Bottom? 3 | | 
Bor. Some Man or other muſt preſent Wall, and let 
him have ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or ſome Rough- 
caſt about him, to ſignify Wall, or let him hold his Fin- 
ers thus; and through the Cranny ſhall Pyramus and This-- 
whiſper. 5 EEE 
Quin. If that may be, then all is vill, Come, fit down 
every Mother's Son, and rehearſe your Parts. Pyramus you 
begin; when you have ſpoken your Speech enter into that 
Brake, and ſo every one according to his Cue. 8 


| Enter Puck. ä 
Puck. What hempen Home- ſpuns have we ſw¾yaggering 
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen? chere, 


E y | What, 
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What, a Play toward? Ill be an Auditor; 
An Actor too 1 if I ſee Cauſe. 
Quin. Speak Pyramus ; Thisby ftand forth. 
Pyr. 1 21 Flowers of odious Sayour's ſweet. 
Quin. Odours, Odours. 
Pyr. Odours favours ſweet, _ 
So doth thy Breath, my deareſt Thisby dear: 
But hark, a Voice! ſtay thou but here a while, 


And by and by I will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr. 


Puck. A ſtranger Pyramus than cer plaid here. 

Thi. gots peak now? 

Quin. Ay marry muſt you; for you muſt underſtand 
he Does but to foe a Noiſe that he heard, and is to come 


again. 
Thiſ. Moſt radiant yama, moſt lilly white of Hue, 
Of Colour like the red Roſe on triumphant Bryer, 
_ Moſt brisky Juvenile, and eke moſt lovely Few, 
As true as wad Horſe, that yet would never tire, 
Vil meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninnys Tomb. 


Quin. Ninus Tomb, Man; why you mult not ſpeak 


that yet; that you anſwer to Pyramus ; you ſpeak all your 


Part at once, Cues and all. Pyramns enter, your Cue is 


. it is never tire. 
Euter Pyramus. 


E 0. as true as trueſt Horſe, that 1 would never tire. 


 Pyr. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine. 


Quin. O monſtrous! O ſtrange! We are haunted; pray 


Maſters, fly Maſters, help. [The Clowns Exeunt. 
Puck. Vil follow you, I'll lead you about a Round, 


Through Bog, through Buſh, . Brake, — Bryer; 


Sometimes a Horſe Ill be, ſometimes a Hound, 
A Hog, a headleſs Bear, ſometime a Fire, 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore, and burn, 


Like Horſe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Fire, at every turn. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Bottom with an Aſs Head. 
Bot. Why do they run away? This is a WOE of 
them to make me afeard. 
© Enter Snowt. 
Suomi. O Bottom, na, what do 1 fee on 
thee? | 
| Boe. 


{ 
] 
* 
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Bot. What do you ſee? You fee 4 an Alz-head of your 
own, do you * | 


: Enter Quince. 
Qin. Bleſs thee Bottom, bleſs thee, thou rt waffe. 
Exit 

Bot. I ſee their Knav | this i is to make an Aſc of me, 
to fright me if they co but 1 will not ftir from this 
Place, do what they can; I will walk up and down here, 
and I will fing, that they ſhall hear J am not afraid, 
The Wooſel Cock, ſo black of hue, | 
With Orange-tawny Bill, 
The Throſtle with his Note fo ws, | 
The Wren and little Quill. 

Ra What Angel wakes me from my . 

Wi 
3 The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, n 
he plain-ſong Cuckow gray, 

Who e Note full many a Man doth mark, 
And dares not anſwer nay. | 
For, indeed, who would ſet his Wit to ſo fooliſh a Bird? 
Who would give a Bird the Lye, tho' oy Cackow n Ws 
ver ſo? | 


ween, 1 pra thee, tle Mortal, fi n, 
Mine Ea Ear is pray, on good of thy Nw n. 
On the firſt view to ſay, to ſwear I love thee, 
So is mine Eye enth ed to thy Shape, 
And thy fair Virtue's force (perforce) doth move me. 
Boz, Methinks, Miſtreſs, you fhould have little Reaſon 
for that: And yet, — ay the truth, Reaſon and Love 
keep little — ogether, now - a- days. The more the 
pity, that ſome — { Neighbours will not make them 
Friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occaſion. 
ween. Thou art as Wiſe as thou art Beautiful. 
Boz. Not ſo neither: But if I had Wit enough to get 
out of this Wood, I have enough to ſerve mine own turn. 
ueen. Out of this Wood do not deſire to go, 
Thou ſhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
I am a Spirit of no common Rate; 
The Summer ſtill doth tend upon my State, 
And I do love thee; therefore go with me, : 
Ill give thee Fairies to attend on thee; And 


% 
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And they ſhall fetch thee Jewels from the Deep, 

And ſing, while thou on preſſed Flowers doſt ſleep: 

And I will purge thy mortal Groſneſs ſo, 

'That thou ſhalt like an airy Spirit go. 
Enter Peaſebloſſom, Cobweb. Moth, Muſtardſeed, and 


| —”_ Fairies. 
1 Fair. Ready. 


2 Fair. And I. 
3 Fair. And I, 
4 Fair. And 1, Where ſhall we go? - 
Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman. 
Hop in his Walks, and Gambole in his Eyes, 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries, 
With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, 
The Honey Bags ſteal from the Humble Bees, 
And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worm's Eyes, 
To have my Love to Bed, and to ariſc : 
And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies, 
To fan the Moom-beams from his ſleeping Eyes, 
Nod to him Elves, and do him Courteſies. 
1 Fair. Hail Mortal, Hail. 
2 Fair. Hail. 
3 Fair. Hail. 
Bot. I cry your Worſhip 's Mercy heartily Ibeſcech your 
Worſhip? s Name. 
Cob. Cobweb. 
Bot. I ſhall defire of you more n good Ma- 
ſter Coowes; if I cut my Finger, I ſhall make bold with you. 
Your Name. honeſt Gentleman? | 
Peaſ. Peaſebloſſom. | 
Bor. I pray you commend me to Miſtreſs $ quaſh your 
Mother, and to Maſter Peaſecod your Father. Good Maſter 
Peaſebleſſoms, I ſhall defire of you more 4 too. 
Your Name, I beſeech you, Sir? 5 
 Muſ. Muſtardſeed. : 
Bor. God Maſter Muſtardſeed, 1 knqw y our Patience , 
well: That ſame cowardly Giant-like Ox of hath de- 
vour'd many a Gentleman of your Houſe. I promiſe 
Jou, your Kindred hath made my Eyes water ere _ 
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1 defire more of your Acquaintance, good Maſter Mu 


ted. 
* Cong wait upon him, lead him to my Bower: 
The Moon, methinks, looks with a wa — 


And when ſhe weeps, weep every little F | 
Lamenting ſome enforced Chaſtity. 
Tye up my Lover's Tongue, bring him filently. * 
Enter King of Fairies ſolus. 
Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak d: 


Then what it was that next came in her Eye, 
Which ſhe muſt doat on in Extremity. 
Enter Puck. 
Here comes s my Meſſenger: How now mad 
What Night-rule now about this haunted Grove? 
Puck. My Miſtreſs with a Monſter is in love. 
Near to her cloſe and conſecrated Bower, 
While ſhe was in her dull and fleeping Hour, 
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanicals, 
That work for Bread upon Athenian Stalls, 
Were met together to rehearſe a Play, 
Intended for Theſeus N Day. 
The ſhalloweſt thick Kin of that barren ſort 
Who Pyramus preſented, in their Sport | 
' Forſook his Scene, and entred in a — 
When I did him at this Advantage take, 
An Aſs's Nole I fixed on his Head; 
Anon his Thisby muſt be anfwered, 
And forth my Mimick comes; When they him ipy, 
As wild e, that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruſſet· pated Choughs, many in ſort, 
RNiſing and cawing at the __ Report, 
Sever themſelves, and mad! ke Sky; ; 
So at his fight, 2 nag A | 
And at our ftamp here o'er and — one falls; 
He Murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 
Their Senſe thus weak, loſt with their Fears thus . 
Made ſenſeleſs things begin to do them wr 
For Briars and Thorns at their Apparel ſnatch, 


. Some Sleeves, ſome Hats, from Yielders all catch. | 


Py 
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I led them on in this diſtracted Fear, 
And left ſveet Pyramus tranſlated there: 

| When in that moment (ſo it came to paſs) 
Titania wak d, and ſtraightway lov'd an Aſs. 

Ob. This falls out better than I could deviſe. 
But haſt thou yet latch'd the Athenians Eyes 
Wich the Love Juice, as 1 did bid thee do? 
Puck. I took him ſleeping; that is finiſh'd too; 

And the Athenian Woman by his fide, 

That when he wak'd. of force ſhe muſt be ey d. 
Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

05. stand cloſe, this is the ſame Athenian. 

| Puck. This is the Woman, but not this the Man. 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſo? | 

Lay i ſo bitter on your bitter Foe. 

Her. Now [I but chide, but I ſhould uſe thee worſe; 
For thou, I fear, haſt given me cauſe to Curſe, 

If thou haſt ſlain Lyſander in his ſleep. 

Being o'er Shoes in Blood, hd. ha deep, 

And kill me too, 

The Sun was not ſo true unto the Day 

As he to me. Would he haye ftollen away 

From ſleeping Hermia? I'll believe as foon 
This —_— Earth may be bor'd, and that the Moon 
May through the Center creep, and ſo diſpleaſe 

Her Brother's Noon-tide, with th Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou haſt murder d him, 

So ſhould a Murtherer look, ſo dead, ſe grim. 
Dem. So ſhould the Murtherer look, ſo ſhould I. 
Pierc d through the Heart with your ſtern Cruelty : 

Yet you the Murtherer look as bright and clear 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering Sphere. 

Her. What's this to my Lyſander? Where i is he? 

| Ab good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 
Dem. I'd rather give his Carkaſs to my Hounds.. 
| _ Out Dog, out Cur! thou driv'ſt me paſt the bounds 
Of Maiden's Patience. Haſt thou ſlain 4 — 
Henceforth be never numbred among 
Oh! once tell true, and even 2 | 
Durſt thou haye look'd upon him, . awake; 


And 
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And haſt thou? it kim O brave touch 
Could not a Worm, an Adder do ſo much? 
An Adder did it, for with doubler T 
Than thine, thou Serpent, never Adder ſtung 
Dem. You ſpend your Paſſion on a mies d mood; 
1 am not guilty of Ly/ander's Blood, 
Nor is he dead for he that I can tell. | 

Her. _ thee tell me then that he is well. 

ifl kts 7 


what ſhould I get therefore? 
Her. A Privilege never to ſee me more; 


And from thy hated Preſence part I. See me no more, 
Whether he be dead or no. 25 1 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce Vein, 
Here therefore for a while I will remain. 
So Sorrow's heavineſs doth heavier grow: 
For Debt that Bankrupt ſleep doth Sorrow owe, 
Which now in ſome light meaſure it will pay, 
If for his tender here I make ſome ftay. [Lies dewn. 
Ob. What haſt thou done? Thou ball miſtaken quite, 
And laid thy Love-Juice on ſome true Love's fight: 
Of thy Miſpriſion muſt perforce enſue 
Some true Love turn'd, and not a falſe turn d true. 
Puck. Then Fate o er. rules, that one Man holding Troth 55 
A Million fail, confounding Oath on Oath. 
Ob. About the Wood go ſwifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens ſee thou find. 
All Fanc -fick ſhe is, and pale of Cheer, s 
With ſighs of Love, that coſts the freſh Blood dear; 
By ſome Illuſion fee thou bring her here; 
rl charm his Eyes againſt ſhe doth a 
Puck. 1 go, 1 go, leok how I go, 
Swifter than Arrow from the Tartar's Bow. 
Ob. Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cupid's Archery, 
Sink in Apple of his Eye; 
When his Love he doth eſpy, 
Let her ſhine as oriouſly 
As the Venus of the Sky. 
When thou wak ſt, if ſhe be by, | 
Beg of her for Remedy, 


[Ex. 
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De Puck. n 
Helena is here at hand, 5 
And the Youth miſtook by me, 
Pleading for a Lover's Fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 
Lord, what Fools theſe Mortals be! 
Ob. Stand aſide: The Noiſe they make 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. | 
Tuck Then will two at once woo one; 
That muſt needs be Sport alone. 
And thoſe things do beſt pleaſo me, 

That befal prepoſterouſly. 

1 Euter Lyſander and Helena. 
Ly, Why ſhould you think that I ſhould woo in ſcorn ? 
Scorn and Deriſion never come in Tears. 
Look when 1 vow, I weep, and Vows fo born, 
In their Nativity all Truth _: | 4 
How can theſe things in me ſeem Scorn to you? 
Bearing the badge of Faith to prove them true. 
Hel. Yeu do advance your Cunning more and more, 
When Truth kills Truth, O deviliſh holy Fray! | 
Theſe Vows are Hermia's. Will you give her o'er? 
Weigh Oath with Oath, and you will nothing weigh. 
Your Vows to her and me, put in two Scales, 
Will eyen weigh, and both as light as Tales. 
_ Lyf. 1 had no Judgment when to her I ſwore. _ 
Hel. Nor none in my Mind, now you give her o'er. 
Lyſ. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 
Dem. [ Awaking.) O Helen, Goddeſs, Nymph, perfect, 
divine „ 
Te what, my Love, ſhall I compare thine Eyne :? 
Cryſtal is muddy; O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy Lips, thoſe kiſſing Cherries, tempting grow! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus Snove, 
Fann'd with the Eaſtern Wind, turns to a Crow, 
When thou heldſt up thy hand. O let me kiſs 
This Princeſs of pure white, this ſeal of Bliſs. 

Hel. O Spight, O Hell! I fee you are all bent 

To ſet againſt me, for your Merriment: 
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If you were civil, and knew Courteſie, | 
You would not do me thus much Injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 
But you muſt join in Souls to mock me too? 
If you are Men, as Men you are in ſhow, 
You would not uſe a gentle Lady fo: 8 
To vow, and ſwear, and ſuperpraiſe my Parts, 
When Jam ſure you hate me with your Hearts. 
You both are Rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both Rivals to mock Helens. 
A trim Exploit, a manly Enterprize, 
To conjure Tears up in a poor Maid's Eyes, 
With your Deriſion: None of Noble fort 
Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poor Soul's Patience, all to make you Sport. 
Lyſ. You are unkind, Demetrius; G not ſo, 
For you love Hermia; this * know I know. 
And here with all good will, with all my Heart, 
In Hermia's Love I yield you up my part; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do to my Death. 
Hel. Never did Mockers waſte more idle Breath. 
Dem. Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, I will none; 
If cer I lov'd ber, all that Love is gone, 
My Heart to her, but as Gueſt-wiſe ſojourn'd, 
And now to Helen it is home return 
There to remain. 
I/ It is not fo. "I | 3 
Dem. Diſſ not the Faith thou doſt not know, 
Leſt to thy Peril thou abide it dear. 
| Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy Dear. 
| Enter Hermia. 3 
Her. Dark Night, that from the Eye his Function takes, 
The Ear more quick of Apprehenſion makes. 1 
Wherein it doth impair the ſeeing Senſe, 
It pays the Hearing double recompence. 
Thou art not by mine Eye, Lyſander, found, 
Mine Ear, I thank it, brought me to that Sound, 
But why unkindly didſt thou leave me o ? WI 6h 
_ Lyſ. Why ſhould he ſtay, whom Lovedoth preſs to go? 


* 
— 


Io bait me, hk ks fi 
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Her. What Love could preſs Lyſander from my fide? 
LT Lyf. Lyſander's Love, that would not — 

| Fair Helena, who more Engilds the Night, R 
Than all yon fiery O's and Eyes of Light. 

Why geb 2 me? Could not this make thee hw, 
The ' Hare 1 bear thee; mille tas heave ries to? 


Her. You ſpeak not as you think: It _ be, 
Hel. LL OS 


Now I perceive they have conjoin d all 
To faſhion this wry nfl ceded. in ſight of of me. 
Injurious Hermia, 


Have you conſpir d, have 1 22 
Deriſion? | 
ls all the Counſel that we two have ſhar'd, 


The Sifters Vows, the Hours that we have ue, 


When we have chid the haſt footed Time, 

For parting us: O! and is all forgot? 

All Schoolk-days Friendſhip, Childhood cect 

We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods, 

Have with our Needles, created both one Flower, 

Beth on one Sampler, ſitting on one Cuſhion ; 

Both warbling of one Song, both in one Key; 

HEY our Sides, Voices, ud Mine 
inc te. pred 

Like to a decks Clary 

But yet an Union in pa in n 

Two lovely Berries molded on one 8 

So with two ſeeming Bodies, but one Heart, 

Two of the firſt Life, Coats in Heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one Creſt. 

And will you rend our ancient Love afunder, 

To join with Men in 2 your poor Friend : 

e he not maidenly ; ; 

Our Sex as well as I may - - + "dd 

Though I alone do feel he Inj 

Her. I am amazed at your Words: 

1 foes you nat; & Hin tht ou ſcorh me. 

Hel. Have you not ſet Lyſander, as in ſcorn, 

To follow me, and praiſe hurry Eyes and Face? 

. 


E 
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Who even but now did ſpurn r 
To call me Goddeſs, Nym 4 Divine, and 8 
Precious, Celeſtial ? Whered ore ſpeaks | 

To her he hates? And ———— doth . 

Deny your Love, ſo rich within his Soul, 

And tender 2 forſooth, Affection, 

But by your ſetting on, by your Conſent? 

What N 

upon with Love, ſo fortunate? 
hy iſerable moſt, to love unlov d, 
This you ſhould pity rather than depiſe. 

Her. I underſtand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. Ay, do, perſevere, counterfeit ſad - ui 

Make Mouths 2 me when I turn my Back, 

Wink each at other, hold the ſweet Jeſt 

This ſport well carried, ſhall be bg 

If you have any A1 „Grace, or Manners, 

You would not make me ſuch an Argument: 

But fare ye well, *tis partly mine own fault, 

Which Death or Abſence ia (Excl 

Stay, Helena, my Excule; 

172 44 1 fair Helena. F 

Hel. O Excellent! 

Hey. Sweet, do not ſcoru ho 1 

Dem. If ſhe cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Lyſ. Thou canſt compel no more than ſhe entreat. 
= Threats have no more Strength than her weak Pale, 

„I love thee, by my Life Il do; 

1 ſwear by that which 1 will loſe for thee, 

To prove him falſe that ſays I love thee not. 
Dem. I ſay, I love thee more than he can do. 
Lyf. If thou ſay fo, withdraw and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come. 

Her. Lyſander, 4 

Ly — Ethiope. 
> Ne te th ſeem to break looſe; 

Take on as you would follow, 

But yet come not; you are a tame Man, go. | 
L/ off thou Cat, thou Burre; vile thing ler looſe, 

Or | will f e thee from me like a Serpent. i 


Her 
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Her. Why T's 18 
What Change 
Ly/. Thy L ee "ONS þ 
Our loathed Medicine; O hated Poiſon, hence. 
Fer. Do you not jeſt? 
Hel. Yes ſooth, and fo do you. 
Lyſ. Demetrius, | wil keep my Word with thee. 
Dem. 1 would I had your Bond; for I perceive 


A weak Bond holds you; Ill not truft your Word. 
Lyſ. What, ſhould 1 hurt her, ftrike her, kill her dead : 
Although I hate her, I'll not harm her ſo. 


Her. What, can you de me harm than hate? 
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what News, my Love? 
Am not I Hermia? Are not you Lyſander? | 


„ if | 
Since Night you lov'd me; yet N you me: 
Why then 42 leſt me, O the your lr 


In earneſt, ſhall I ay? 
. Ay, by my Life, 


| And never did defire to ſee thee more. 


Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion, of doubt, 


Be certain, nothing truer; tis no'Jeſt, 


Thar I da hate thee, and loye Helena. 

Her. O me, you Jugler, u Canker - bloſſom, 
You Thief of Cavs; what, have you come by Night, 
And ſtollen my Love's Heart from bim? 

Hel. Fine, i faith! 


| Have you no Modeſty, no maiden Shame, 
No touch of Baſhfulreſs? What, will you tear 
| gy nga Anſwers from my gentle Tongue? 


* ou Counterfeit, you Puppet, you. 
uppet! why ſo? 25 that ways go the Game. 
—— I es that ſhe hath made compare 


Between our Statures; ſhe hath urg d her height, 
And with her N her tall 


Her height, forſoeth, 
are you grown ſo 


hath prevail'd with — 
high in his Eſteem, 


A Becauſe I am ſo dwarfiſh, and fo low ? 


How low am I, thou painted e? *. 
How low am 1? | am nor yer fo ow; 


1. 


„ re 


But 
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But that my Nails can reach unto thine Eyes. 
Hel. I pray you, though n 
Let her not urt me, I was never 
I have no gift at all in Shrewiſhneſs; 
I am a right Maid for m Cowardize: 
Let her not ſtrike me. You perhaps may think, 
Becauſe ſhe's ſomething lower than beg ſelf, 
That I can match her. , 
Her. Lower! Hark again. 
Hel. Good Hermia, Sante s dieter with mo, 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, þ 
Did eyer Counſels, never wrong ou, 
1 l 
I told him of your ftealth into the Wood: 
He follow'd you, for Love I follow'd him, 
- But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
To ftrike me, ſpurn me, nay to kill hore 
And now, ſo you will let me quict 
To Athens I bear my Foll - 4M 
And follow you no further. me go. 
You ſee how fimple, and how fond I am. 
Her. Why get you gone; who is t that hinders you? 
Hel. A fookſh Heart „ 
Her. What, with Lyſander ? 
Hel. With Demetrius. | 4 
' Lyſ. Be not atraid, ſhe will not harm thee, Helena. 


Dem. No, Sir, fe ſhall nor, th r 
Hel. Oh when ſhe's de 
She was a Vixen when 1— 9 School; 


And though ſhe be but little ſhe is fierce. 


Her. Little again? N but low and little? 
Why will you ſuffer her to + nc 55 
Let me come to her. 

Lyſ. Get you gs 
You Minimns, 12 Kaor gals made, 


You Bead, you h—_ 
Dem. You are too officious 
In her behalf that ſcorns your Services. 
Let her alone, ſpeak not of Helena, 15 
Take not her part: For if thou doſt intend | 


Never 


Nor longer ſtay in your curſt 
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Never ſo little heve of Lore 1 hr, 
Thou fhalt abide it. | 
'  Iyſ. Now ſhe holds me 1 
Novy follow if thou dar'ſt, to try whoſe Right 
Of thine or mine is moſt in He 
Dem. Follow ? Nay, I'll go with thee Cheek by Jow]. 
Exit Lyſander and Demetrius. 
Her. You Miſtrek, all this 50 e 
Nay, go not back. | 
Hel. I will not truſt you, I, 


Night's Docs. 


der 
Your Hands than mine are quicker for a Fray, 
My Legs are longer though, to run away. — 
Enter Oberon and Puck. I 
05. This is thy Negligence, ſtill thou miſtak'&t: 
Or elſe committ l thy Knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King of Shadows, I miſtook. 
Did nor you wil ans 1 Bee kngw the Man. 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on ? 
And ſo far blameleſs proyes my Enterprize, 
Mn o 1 1 an Athenan's Eyes; 
„it ſo did ſort, 
1 05 cer kee I eſteem a Sport 
4605 Thou beſe Lovers ſeek a . to * 
Hie t therefore, Robin, overcaſt the Night, 
The Starry Welkin cover thou anon 
With oy 1 Frog, as black as Acheron, 
And lead teſto Rivals ſo aſtray, 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Lyſander ſometime frame thy Tongue, 
Then ſtir Demetrius up with bitter Wrong; 
And ſometime rail thou like Demetrius; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, 
Till o'er their Brows, Death counterfeiting Sleep 
With leaden Legs and Batty Wings doth creep; 
Then cruſh this Herb into Lyſander's Eye, 
Whoſe Liquor hath this virtuous Property, 
To take from thence all Error, with its Might, 
And make his Eye-balls rowl with wonted hght, 
When they next * all this Deriſion 
Shall ſcem a Dream, and fruitleſs Viſion ; 


An d 
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And back to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend 
With League whoſe date till Death ſhall never end. 
Whiles I in this Affair do thee imploy, | 
ll to my Queen, and beg her Indian Boy; 
And then I will her charmed Eye releafe 
From Monſters view, and all things ſhall be Peace. 

Puck. My Fairy Lord, this muſt done with hafte, 
For Night's bitt Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
roy onder ſhines Auroras Harbinger ; 

whoſe approach, Ghoſts wandring here and there, 

Troop home to Church-yards; Damned Spirits all, 
That in Croſs-ways and Flood have 
Already in their worm 
For fear left Day En 
They wilfully cxile themfelves from Lighe, 
And muſt fe aye conſort with black-brow'd 
| with the Morning Ly Light ha oft mad ben, 
with t t have e 
And like a Foreſter the Groves may tread, 
Even till n red, 
Opening on Neptune Beams, | 
Turns into yellow Gold his ſale- green Streams. 


But notwithſtanding bade, make ne delay, * 
We may eſſect this Buſineſs yet ere Day. A it Oberon: 
Puck. Up and down, up and down, I wi ll lead them 
up and down: I am d in Field and Town , Goblin, 
lead them up and down. Here comes one. 
Enter L 


Demetrins i 


we Here, Villa, drawn and ready. Where art thou? 
I/, 1 will be with thee ſtraight. 
Puck, Follow me then to plainer Ground. 
RP 3 
Dem. Ly n | 
1 Se art thou fled? ? 
Speak in ſome Buſh: Where doſt thou hide ab mw 
Pack. Thou Coward, thou bord or Wa 
Telling the Buſhes that thou look Wars, 
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By Day's approach look to be viſited. 


| Bedabbled with the Dew, and torn with Briars, 
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And wilt not come? Come Recreant, come thou Child, 
Il whip thee with a Rod, he is defil'd 


That draws a Sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea, art thou there ? 


_ Puck. Follow my Voice, we'll 7 Manhood here. [Exe, 


Lyſ. He goes before me, and ſtill dares me on, 
When I come where he calls me, then he's gone. 
The Villain is much lighter heel d than 1: 


I follow'd faſt, but faſter he did fly; — [Shifting places. 


That fall'n am I in dark uneyen way, 
And here will reſt me. Come thou gentle Day: [Lyes down, 
For if but once thou ſhew me nf 


Enter Puck 
Puck. Ho, bo, ho, Coward why com'ſt thou not? 
Dem. Abide me, if thou dart: For well I wot 


Thou runn '& before me, ſhifting every place, 
| And dar ſt not ſtand, nor look * 
Where art thou? | 


Puck. Come hither, L em here. 


Dem. N ay chenthou ect me; thou lun buy thsdear, 
erer i thy Faceby Daydl ht ſee. 


go thy way: Faintneſs conſtraineth me 
length on this cold Bed, 


Enter Helena, 
Hel. O weary Night, C O long and tedious Night, 
Abate thy 4 ſhine Comforts from the Eaſt, 


That I may back to Athens by Day-light, 


From theſe that my poor Company | 
And Sleep, that ſometimes ſhuts up Sorrow's Eye, 


Steal me a while from mine own Company. [Sleeps. 


Puck. Yet but three? Come one more, - 
Two of both Kinds makes up four. 


Here ſhe comes, curſt and fad: 
Cupid is a knaviſh Lad, 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 


| Enter Hermia. 
Her. Never fo weary, never ſo in Woe. 


[yes down. 
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J car no further crawl, no further go; 
My can keep no Pace with my Deſires: 
Here will 1 reſt me 'till the break of Day; 
Heav'us ſhield Lyſander, if they mean a Fray. [Lyes down. 
Puck. On the Ground ſleep ſound, 
I'll apply to your Eye, gentle Lover, remedy, 
[Squeezmg ig the Fuice on Lylander' Iye. 
When N 1 yo a 
True Delight in the Sight of thy ormer Ladys E 
Aud the Connery Progerd tin Je 
That every Man ſhould take his own, 
In your waking ſhall be ſhown. 
Jack fhall have Fill, naught ſhall go ill, 
The by — Mare again, 2nd all be well [Ex Puck. 
[ 


They ſleep. 


Ac TW. SCENEL | 


Enter Sow Fairies, Bottom, Fairies attending , and 
7 King behind them. * "= 


Keen. dome, fit thee down upon this 
V While I thy down apn th flow Bed, 


And ſtick w. +2 pak in thy fleek- OS Hes 
And kiſs th arge Ears, my o 
Bot. Where's Peaſebloſſom ? * a * 
Peaſe. Ready. 
Bor. Scratch my Head, Fs. Where's Monkicar 
Cobweb ? 27 
Cob. Ready. 
Bot. Monfieur Cobweb, n gee. our Wea: 
pons in your Hand, and kill me a red - hipt Humble-Bes 
on the Top of a Thiſtle, and good Monſieur bring me 
the Honey-bag. ,Do 3 fret your ſelf too much in the 
Action, Monſieur; and Monſieur have a Care the 
Honey-bag break not ; I 1 0 be loth to have you 
— with a Honey: bag, Signior. | Where's Mon: 
ſieur Muſtardſeed? Co 
Lor. BP, T Moſt. 
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Muſt. Ready. 
Bot. Give me your Newfe, Monſieur Muſtard Seed z „ 

Pray you leave your Curteſie, good Monſieur. 1 9 16510 
_ Muſt, What's your Will? 

Bot. Nothing, good Monſieur, but to help Cavalero Ceb- 

web to ſcratch. I uſt to the Barber's, Monſieur, for me- 

thinks I am marvellous hairy Hour the Face. And I 

am ſuch a render Aſs, if my Hair doth but tickle me, 1 
muſt ſcratch. 

Queen. What, wilt thou hear ſome Muſick, my ſweet 

ove? 


Bot. 1 have à reaſonable good Ear in Muſick, let us 


have the Tongs and the Bones. 
Muſick Tongs, Rural Muſick. 
Queen. Or fay, ſweet Love, what thou deſir'ſt to eat. 


Dor. Truly a Peck of Provender; 1 could munch your | 


| dry Oats. Methinks I have a great Deſire to a Bot- 
tle of Hay: Good Hay, ſweet Hay h ry no Fellow: 
e2n, 1 have a venturous Fairy 2] 5 
Thar ſhall ſeek the Squirrels Hoard, 
Aid fetch thee new Nuts. 
Bor. I had rather have a handful or two of aries Peaſe: 
But I pray you let none of your People ſtir me, I have 
an Expofiton-of Sleep come upon me. 
Queen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee i inmy Arras 
Fairies be gone, and be always away: 
So doth the Woodbine the ſweet Hony-fackle | 
Gently entwilt; the female 7 
Enrings the barky Fingers of the Elm. 
O how I love thee! how I dete on thee! 
Enter Puck. 

O. Welcome, good Robin; 
Seeſt thou this ſu cet Sight? 
| Her Datage now 1 do begin to pity; 
For meeting her of late behind the Wood, 
Secking ſweet Favours for this hatctul Fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with herf 
For ſhe his hairy Temples then had rounded. 
With Coronet of freſh and fragrant Flowers, 
And that ſame Dew which ee on the Buds 


"uo 
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Was wont to {well like round and orient Pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty Flouriets Eyes, 
Like Tears that did their own Diſgrace bewail. 
When I had at my Pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in mild Terms begg'd my Patience, 
then did ask of her, her 1 geling Child, 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ent 
To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land; 

And now I have the Boy, I will undo 
This hateful Imperfection of her Eyes: 

And, gentle Puck, take this — ed Scalp 
From off the Head of this Athenian Swain; ; 
That he awaking when the others do, 

May all to Aihens back again pe, | 
And think no more of this Night's en 
But as the fierce Vexation of a Dream. 
Gat firſt I will releaſe the Fairy Queen, | 


Be thou as thou waſt wont to be; 
See as thou waſt wont to ſee: 
Dian' Bud, or Cupid's Flower, 
Hath ſuch Force and bleſſed Power. 


| Now my Titania, wake you my ſweet Queen. 


Queen. My Oberon! what Viſions have 1 ſeen! 
Merhought I was enamoured of an Als, 

O5. There lies your Love, 

uem. How came theſe Things to paſs? he: 

Oh how mine Eyes do loath this Viſage now! 

Ob. Silence 2 while; Robin take off his Head, 
Titania, Muſick call, and ſtrike more dead | 
Than common Sleep. Of all theſe fine the Senſe. 


Veen. Muſick, ho Mufick; ſuch as charmeth Sleep. 


Muſick ſtill. 


Puck, When thou awak it, with thing own Fool: — 
0 und M Muſick; ; come my Queen, take Hand with me. 


And rock the Groun4 — theſe Sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in Ami: y, 
And will to Morrow Midnight ſolemnly 


I do hear the Morning Lark. 


Svwifter than the wandring Moon. 


With theſe Mortals on the Ground. 


And ſince we have the vaward of the Day, E 
My Love ſhall hear the Muſick of my Hounds: 
Uncouple in the Weſtern Valley, let Gem go, 

| Diſpatch I fay, and find the Foreſter, 


And mark the Muſical fuſion 


Such gallant Chiding, For befides the Groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains, every Region near, 


So muſical a Diſcord, ſuch ſweet Thunder. 


Wich Ears that ſweep away the 
 Crook-kneed, and Dew-lapt, like The alian Bulls, 
Slow in Purſuit. but match'd in Mout _ 


Was never hollow'd to, nor cheer'd with Hern, 
In Creet, in Sparta, nor in 


9 But 
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And bleſs it to all fair Poſterity : 


There ſhall theſe Pairs of faithful Lovers be | | / 
| Wedded with Theſes all in Jollity. - ; 
I 


Puck Fair King attend and mark, 


Ss Then m Queen i in Silence fad, 
p we after the Night's Shade; 
we r* Globe can compaſs ſoon, 


ucen. Come my Lord. and in our Flight, | 
Tell me how it came this Ni ight, 
That I ſleeping here was found, | e Je lt Hall. 


o 15 De” [Wind — 
iter Theſeus, Egeus, Hippolita, «Train, 
_Theſ. Go one of you, find out the Foreſter, ; 
For now our Obſervation is perform'd ; 


We will, fair Queen, up to the Mountain“ $ Top, 


Of Hounds, and Eccho in conjunction. 
Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Creet they bay d the ; me 

With Hounds of Sparta; never did I hear 


Seem'd all one mutual Cry. 1 never heard 


Theſ. My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flewy d, fo ſanded, and their Heads are hang 
Dew; 
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Ege. My Lord, this is my Daughter here aſleep, 

And this Lyſander, this Demetriss is, 

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena ; 

I wonder of their being here together. 
Theſ. No doubt they roſe up early, to obſerve 

The right of May, and hearing our Intent, 

Came here in grace of our 80 emnity. 

But ſpeak Egeus, is not this the Da ay, 

That Hermia ſhould give Anſwer of her Choice? 


It is, my Lord. 
The Go bid * Huntſmen wake them with their Horns, - 
Horns, and they wake. Shout within, they all ſtart up. | 
Theſ. Good Morrow Friends; Saint Valentine is paſt: 
Begin theſe Wood-birds but to couple now ? | 
=p Pardon, my Lord, 
Theſ. | pray — all ſtand up: 
I know you two are Rival Enemies. I 
How comes this gentle Concord in the World, 
That Hatred is ſo far from Jealouſie, | 
To ve Hate, ane fear ” Enmity ? 
yo 
Hall flew! half half * — —_ as yet, 1 
I cannot truly fa how I came here: 
But as 1 think, (for truly would  ſpeak,) 
And now I do bethink *y ſo it is; 
I came with Hermis hither. Our Intent 1 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the * of - wg pork Law. — . 
* Enough, en m ve enough; 
the Low, he They l is Head: 
Thes would have ſtoll'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereb to have defeated you and me, 
You fy our Wife, and me of my Conſent; 
Of my Conſent that ſhe ſhould be your Wife. 
Dem. My Lord, fair Helen told me of their Stealth, 
Of this their Pu hither to the Wood, 
And 1 in Fury hither follow'd them, 
Fair Helena i in Fancy fellow'd me: 
But, my good Lord, 1 wot not by what Power, 
bur by b Power i, my Love . 
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To Hermia, melted as the Snow. 

Seems to me now as the Remembrance of an idle Gaude, 
Which in my Childhood I did doat upon: 

And all the Faith, the Virtue of my Heart, 

The Object and the Pleaſure of mine Eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my Lord, 

Was I betrothed ere I Hermia aw; 


But like a Sickneſs did I loath this Food; 


But as in Health come to my natural Taſte, 
Now do I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for eyermore be true to it. 

Thef. Fair Lovers you are fortunately met z 


Of this Diſcourſe we ſhall hear more anon. 


Egtus, I will oyer-bear your Will, 
For in the Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe Couples ſhall eternally be Knit: 


And for the Morning now is ſomething worn, 
Our purros'd Hunting ſhall be ſet aſide. 
Away with us to Athe 
We'll hold a Feaſt in great Solemnity, 
Come Hiptol za. 


ns, three and three, 


Her. Methinks I fee theſe things with pare Eye, 
When every thing ſeems double. 
Hel. So methinks; 
And have found Demetrius like a Jewel; 
Mine own, and not mine own. 
Dem. It ſeems to me, 


| That yet we fleep, we dream. Do not you think 
The Duke was here, and bid us follow on? 


Her. Yea, and my Father. 
Hel. And Hippolita. 

I/. And he bid us follow to the Tem ple. 

Dem. Why then we are awake ; let's follow him, 
And by the Way let us recount our Dreams. | Exeunt, 

[Bottom wakes. 

Bor. When m * Cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer, 
My next is, Moſt fair Pyramus —— Hey ho, Peter Quince! 


Flute the below mender Snout the Tinker! Starteling ! 


God's 


= (Exe. Dude end Lords. 
Dem. Theſe Things ſeem ſmall and - 
Like far-off Mountains turned, into Clouds. 8 
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God's my Life! Stol'n hence, and left me _ I have 
had a moſt rare Viſion, I had a Dream Wit of 


Man to ſay what Dream it was: Man is * Ass if he 


go about to expound this Dream. Methought 1 was, 
there is no Man can tell what. Methought I was, and. 
metheught I had. But Man is but a patch'd Fool, if he 
will offer to ſay what methought I had; The Eye of Marr 
hath not wk the Ear of Man hath not ſeen; Man's 
Hand is not able to taſte, his Tongue to conceive, nor 


| his Heart to report what m wy Dream was. I will 


Peter Quince to vice a Ballad of this Dream; it ſhall be 
call'd Bottoms Dream, becauſe it hath no Bottom; and I 
will ſing it in the latter End of a Play before the Duke: 
Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſing 
it at her Death, [Exis. 
Enter Quince, Flute, snowt, and Starveling. 

Vin. Have you ſent to Bottom's Houſe? Is he come 

Home yet? 


Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is trau 


ported. 

Flute. If he come not, then the Play is marrd.” ir 
goes not forward, doth it? 

Jain, It is not poſſible; you have not a Man in all 


Athens able to diſcharge Pyramus but he. 


Flute. No, he hath imply the beſt Wit of any Handy- 
craft Man in Athens. | 
Quin Yea, and the beſt Perſon too; and he is a very 
Paramour for a ſweet Voice. 

Flute. You muſt ſay, Paragon; a Paramour is (God 
bleſs us) a Thing of * 28 
Enter Snug. 
Snug. Maſters, the Duke is coming from the Temple 
and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more marri- 
Me If our Sport had gone forward, we had all been made 
en. 
Fluts. O ſweet Bully Bottom; thus hath he loſt Six pence 
2 Day during his Life; he could not have ſcap'd Six pence 
a Day; and the Duke had not given him Six pence a Day for 
Playing Fyramus, Il be hang d: He would have deſerv'd ir. 
Six pence a Day in Fyramus, or * 9 
F 4 Enter 
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Ae of Imagination all com 


The Poet's he. in a fine Frenzy r | 
om Heay'n to Earth, from Eat to Hearn: 


Doth glance 


Enter Bottom. 
Bot: Where are theſe Lads? Where are theſe Hearts? 
ng Bottom, O moſt couragious Day! O molt happy 


1 1 3 Maſters, I am to diſcourſe Wonders ; us hd 
not what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. 1 


will tell you every thing as it fell out, 2 
Let us hear. ſweet Bottom. 


Bat. Not a Word of me; all 1 will tell you, is that the 


Duke hath dined, Get your Apparel together, good Strings 


to your Beards, new Ribbons to your Pumps, meet 
ſeuty = the Palace, every Man look o'er his Part; for 


and yo * is, our Play is — [r In any 


caſe let Ihiuby Rn Linda. and let not him that 
, plays the 1747 — his Nails, for they ſhall hang out 
for the Lion's Claws; and moſt — Actors, cat no 
Onions, nor Garlick, for we are to utter ſweet Breath ; 
| and I do not doubt to hear them ſay, it is a ſweet Co- 
_ 6 * — . "Oe | 


ACT v. SCENE 1 
me Theſeus, Hippolita, Egeus, and his Lords. 


TI ſtrange, my Theſaus, that theſe Lovers — 


Theſ. More ſtrange than true. I never may t 
Theſe Antick Fables, nor theſe Fairy Toys; p 
Eovers and Madmen have ſuch ſeething Brains 
Such ſhaping Phantaſies, that a _— 
Then cool n ever comprehends. Ep 
The Lunatick, the Lover, — the Poet, 


Se fil can hold; 

That is the Madman. The Lover, all as frantick, | 

Sees Helen's Beauty in a Brow of E . 
ow 


And as Imogination bodies ores 


kad AA es. vv Sa cc ©, ww 
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The ras. of Things unknown;. to Airy N =. | 
Turns to Shapes, and gives to 0 N 
A * Day wry and a — 
Such Tricks hath ſtrong Imagination, 
That if he would but apprehend ſome Joy, 
It comprekends ſome Bringer of that Joy: 
Or in the Night, imagining ſome Fear, 
How eaſie is a Buſh ſuppos'd a Bear? 
Hip. But all the Story of the Night told over; 
And all their Minds cranafigne'd ſo _—. 
_ witneſſeth than Fancies Images, 
2 to ſomething of great Conſt 
ſoever, ſtrange and admirable. 
Enter Lyſander, — Hermia, and Helena: 
Theſ. Here come the Lovers, full of Joy and Mirth. 
Joy, gentle Friends, Joy and freſh days of Love 
Accompany your Hearts 
Ly, More than to us, 8 
5 Wait on your Royal Walks, your Board, your Bed. 
Fi Thy: Come now, \ what Macks, what Dances ſhall wwe 
ve, 


To wear away this long Age of three Hours, 
Between our after ſupper and Bed - time? 
Where is our uſual Manager of Mirth? 
What Revels are in hand? Is there no Play 
To eaſe the Anguiſh of a W 
4 Call Egens. 
a — Here, might 2 8 
Theſ, Sa hat A ent have you ſor this Evening? 7 

What Mask? What Ma ck? How ſhall we . 
The lazy time, if not with ſome Delight? 

Ege. There is a Brief how many Sports are rife: 
Make choice of which your Highneſs will fee firſt. 

Lyſ. The Battel with the Centaurs, to be ſung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp. 

Theſ. We'll none of that. That have l told my Love, - 
In glory of my Kinſman Hercules. 

Lyſ. The Riot of the tipſie Bachanals, = 
muy the Thracian. Singer in their Rage. 
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Theſ. That is an old Device, and-it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 


Lyſ. The thrice three Muſes, mourning for che Death of 


1 late deceas'd in Beggary, 
* That is ſome Satyr keen and critical, 
Net ſorting with a Nuptial Ceremony. 
Lyſ. A tedious brief Scene of young Prams, 
And his Love Thisy; very tragical Mirt 


The. Merry and Tragical? Tedious and Brief? That i We -: 
hot Ice, and 2 ſtrange Snow. Hew ſhall we 
find the Concord of this Diſcord ? | 


Ege. A Play there is, my Lord, ſome ten Words long, 
Which is as brief as I have known a Play; 
But by ten Words, my Lord, it is too long. 
== makes it tedious: For in all the Play 
There is not one Word apt, one Player trad. 
And Tragical, my Noble Lord, it is: 


For E therein doth kill himſelf. 


Which when I ſaw rebeats d, I muſt confeſs. 
Made mine Eyes water; but more merry Tears 
The paſſion of loud Laughter never ſhed. 

Theſ. What are they that de play t? 
Ege. Hard-handed Men, that work in Athens here; | 
Which never labour'd in their Minds till now; 
And now have toiled their unbreath d Memories 
With this ſame Play N your I 

Theſ. And we will hear it 

Ege. No, my Noble Lord, W 
Ir is not for you. I have beard it over, 

And it is nothing. nothing in the World, 

Unleſs you can find Sport in their Iatents, F 
Extremely ſtreteh'd, and cann's with —_ Pain, 
To do you Service. 

Tue. I will hear that play: Tn 

For never any thing can be amiſs, 

When Simpleneſs and Duty tender it. I 
Go bring them in, and take-your Places, Ladies. 


Hip 1 love not to ſee Wretchedneſs pte n 
And Duty in his. Service periſſ 


up yu geatle Sweet, you ſhall ſe no ſuch thing 


Hipy 
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Hip. He ſays they can do nothing in this king. 
 Theſ. The kinder we, to give them Thanks for nothing. 
Our Sport ſha!l be, to take what they miſtake; 
And what poor Duty cannot do, noble Reſpe& 
Takes it in Might, not Merit. | 
Where I have come, great Clerks have purpoſed 
To greet me with premeditated Welcomes ; 
Where I have ſeen them ſhiver, and look pale, 
Make Periods in the midſt of Sentences, 
Throttle their practis d Accent in their Fears, 
Ard in conclufion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying me a Welcome. Truft me, Sweet, 
Out of this Silence yet I pick'd a Welcome: 


And in the 3 fearful Duty, 


J read as much, as from the ratling Tongue 
Of ſawey and audacious Eloquence. 8 
Love therefore, and Tongue-tide Simplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpeak moſt; to my Capacity, 
Ege. So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt. 
Theſ. Let him approach. „„ Inne 
Enter Quince for the Prologue. & | 
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould think we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple Skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end. 
Conſider then, we come 2 in deſpight. 
We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delght, 
We are not here. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The Actors are at hand; and by their Show, ö 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to know; -. 

Theſ. This Fellow doth not ſtand upon this Points- 

Lyſ. He hath rid his Prologue; like a rough Colt; he 
knows not the ſtop- A good Moral, my Lord, It is not 
enough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true. £0 iy 

Hip. Indeed he hath play'd on his Prologue, like a Child 
on L.. Recorder; a ſound, but not in'government,, 
 Theſ. His Speech was like a tangled Chain; nothing 
impair'd, but all diſorder d. Who is the next? 2 


Tawyer 


50 
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nn the truth is . 


Tawyer with 4 before them. 


| Dey Pyramus, and Thichy, Wall, Moon-ſhine, and Lion: 


Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this Show, 


| But wonder on, till Truth make all things plain. 


This Man is Fyramus, if you would know; 
This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certain. 


This Man with Ling and Rough-caſt, doth preſent 
Wall, the vile Wall, which did theſe Lovers ſunder: 


And through Wall's Chink, poor Souls, they are content: 


To whiſper. At the which, let no Man wonder. 


This Man with Lanthorn. Dog. and Buſh of Thorn, 
Preſenteth Moon-ſhine: For, if you will know, 


By Moon-ſhine did theſe Lovers think no ſcorn 
To meet at Nmus Tomb, there, there to woo. 

This grizly Beaſt, which Lion hight by Name, 
The truſty Thisby, coming firſt by Night, 


Did ſcare away, or rather did ht: 


And as ſhe | her Mantle ſhe did fall; 


Which Lion vile with bloody Mouth did ſtain. 


Anon comes Pyramus, ſweet Youth and tall, 
And finds his gentle Thizby's Mantle flainz _ 

Whereat, with Blade, with bloody blameful Blade; 

He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody Breaſt. 


And Thisby, tarrying in the Mulberry Shade, 
His — drew, and died. For all the reſt, 
Let Lyon, . Wall, and Lovers twain, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they do remain. 
[Exeunt all but Wall. 
Theſ. I wonder if the Liam be to ſpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, my Lord; one Lien may, erben. 


many Aſſes do. 


Wall. In this ſame Interlude it doth befal, 
That I, one Snomt by name, preſent a Wall: 
And ſuch a Wall, as I would have you think, 
That had in it a crannied Hole or Chink ; 


Ky, h which the Lovers, Pyramus and Thidy, 


whiſper often very ſecretly. 
= Loans this Rough-caſt, and this Stone doth ſhew; 


— — 


Aud 


3 
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And this the Cranny is, right and ſiniſter, 
which the fearful Lovers are to whit; "Þ 
Would you defire Lime and Hair to {| better? 
= It is the wittieſt Partition at ever 1 heard dif. 
courle, my Lord. N 
Thef. Pyramus draws near the Wall: Silence. 
Enter Pyramus. 5 
Pyr. O grim look d Night! O Night with hue ſo black 
O Night, which ever art when Day is not! 
O Night, O Night, alack, alack, lack, 
I fear my Thisby's Promiſe is forgot. 
And thou, O Wall, thou ſweet and lovely Wall. 
That ſtands between her Father's — and mine, 


Thou Wall, O Wall, O ſweet and lovely Wall, 


Shew me thy Chink, to blink through with mine Eyne. 
Thanks, courteous Wall; Fove ſhield thee well for this. 
But what ſee I ? No Thisby do 1 ſee. 


O wicked Wall, through whom I ſee no Bliſs, 


Curſt be thy Stones for thus deceiving me. 
Theſ. The Wall, methinks, being cable ſhould Curſe 
in. 

Pyr. No in truth, Sir, he ſhould not. Deceiving me, 

Is Thisby's cue; ſhe is to enter, and | am to {py 

Her through the Wall. You ſhall ſee it will fall. 

Enter Thisby. 


Pat, as I told you; yonder ſhe comes. 


Thif. O wall, full often haſt thou heard my Moan, 
For parting my fair Fyramus and me. 
My. cherry Lips hath often k 6'd thy Stones; 
Thy Stones with Lime and Hair, knit up in thee... 
Pyr. I hear a Voice; noay-weil 310 the Chink, 
To ſpy and I can fee my Thisby's Face. 


This 
127 My Love thou art, my Love, I think.. 
* Think what thou wilt, I am thy Lovers Grace: . 
like” Limander am I truſty ſtill. 
Thiſ. And 1 like Helen, till fs Fates me kill... 
Not Shafalus to Procrus was ſo true. 
Thiſ. As Shafalus to Procras, I to u. 
O kiſs me through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thiſ, 1 kiſs the Wall's hole, not your Lips at att... 
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Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny's Tomb meet me ſtraightway 7 
Thiſ. Tide Life, tide Death, I come without * 
all. Thus have 1 Wall, my Part diſcharged fo: 
And being done, thus Wall away doth go. [Exits 
122 Now is the Moral down between the two Neigh- 
urs. 
Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when Walls are ſo wilful, 
to hear without warning, 
Hip. This is the ſillie stuff that e'er I heard: A 
Theſ. The beſt in this kind are but Shadows, and the 
worſt are no worſe, if Imagination amend them. | 
Hip. It muſt be your Imagination then, and not theirs. 
Thef. If we imagine no worſe of them than they of 
themſelves, they may paſs for Excellent Men, Here 
come two noble Beaſts in, a Man and a Lion. | 
| Ener Lion and Moon-ſhine. 8 
| Lion. You Ladies, you, whoſe gentle Hearts do fear 
The ſmalleſt monſtrous Mouſe that creeps on floor, 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, _ 
When Lion rough in wildeſt Rage doth roar, ny 
Then know — I, one Snug the Joiner, am 
No Lion fell, nor ele no Lion's Bam: 
For if I ſhould as Lion come in Strife 
Into this place, *twere pity of my Life. 
_ Thef. A very gentle Beaſt, and of a good Confience: = 
Dem. The very beſt at a Beaſt, my Lord, that e er I faw. 
Lyf. This Lion is a very Fox for his Valour. 
| Theſ. True, and a Gooſe for his Diſcretion: 
Dem Not fo, my Lord? for bis Valour cannot carry | 
his Diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe, © 
Thef. His Diſcretion I am ſure cannot carry his valour; 
for the Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is well: Leare 
ũt to his Diſcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon. 
Moon. This Lanthern doth the horned Moon preſent, 
Dem. He ſhould have worn the Horns on his Head. 
Theſ. He is no Creſcent, and his Horns are OW 


within the Circum ſerence. 


Moon. This Lanthorn doth the nn apa preſent: 
My ſelf the Man öh Moon doth ſeem to be. r 
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The. This is the greateſt Errror of all the reft; The Man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthorn ; How is it elſe the Man 
i'th' Moon 


Dem. He dares not come there for the Candle; 
For you ſee it is already in Snuff. 
Hip. I am weary of this Moon; would he would Change. 
Theſ. It appears by his {mall Light of Diſcretion, that 


he is in the Wane; but yet i in courteſie, in alreaſon, we muſt 
Ray the time. 


L/ Proceed, Moon. 


Moon. All that I that have to a is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorn is the Moon; I, the Man in the Moon; this 
Thorn Buſh, my Thorn Buſh; and this Dog, my Dog. 

Dem. Why, all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorn ; for 
© they are in the Moon. But filence; here comes Thisby. 

Enter Thisby. 
Thi. This is old Ninny's Tomb; where is my Love? 

Lion. Oh. [The Lion roars, 5, Thisby run off: : 
Dem. Well roar'd Lion. | 

——4 Well run Thisby. 

Hip. Well ſhone Moon. 
rut the Moon ſhines with a good grace. 

Thb. ſ. Well mouth d Lion. 

Dem. And then came Fyramus. 

Lyſ. And ſo the Lion vaniſh'd. 

| Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy ſunny Beams; 

1 thank thee, Moon, for a: now fo bright: 
For by thy gracious, golden glittering Streams, 
1 truſt to ta * 3 ri Sight. 
Bat ſtay: O ſpight mar Knight, 
What read: — dole is here? — We 

Eyes do ycu ſee! How can it be! 

© dainty Duck! O Deer! | 
Thy Mantle good; what ſtain d with Blood! 

Approach you Furies fell: 


O Fates Come, come: Cut Thread and Thrum, 
. Quail cruſh, conclude, and quel. 


Thef. This Paſſion, and the Death of a dear Friend, 
> . 


Hi;; 
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Hip. Beſhrew my Heart, but I pity the Man, 

Pyr. O wherefore, Nature, didſt thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion wild hath here Deflour'd my Dear: 

Which is — No, no —— which was the faireſt Dame, 


That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik d, that look d with Cheer. 


Come Tears, confound: Out Sword. and * 

The Pap of Pyramus 

Ay, that left Pap, where Heart doth hop: - 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus, 

| Now am I dead, now am 1 fled, my Sul i in the Sky, 
Tongue loſe thy light, Moon take thy flight, 

Now die, die, die, die, die. 


Dem. No Die, but an Ace for him; for he is but one. 
2 Leſs than an Ace, Man; for he is dead; he is no- 


. With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover;. 

and prove an Afs. 

Hip. How chance the Meon-ſvine is gone, before 
Thisby comes back, and finds her Lover 

| Enter Thisby. _ 

Tbeſc She will find him by Star-light. 

Here ſhe comes; and her Paſſion ends the Play. 


Hip. Methinks ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for ſuch 5 


2 Pyramus: I hope ſhe will be brief. 


Dem. A Moth will turn the Ballance, which Fyramus, 
which Thisby is the better. 


Ig tho hath Gipd him alren with thoſe ſweet Eyes. 


And thus ſhe means, widelicer. 
Thi Aſleep, my Love? What, dead, my Dove? 
0 Pyramus ariſe: 
| Speak, ſpeak. Quite dumb? Dead, dead ? A Tomb 
| Muſt cover thy ſweet Eyes. 
Theſe lilly Lips, this cherry Noſe, 
Theſe yellow Cowſlip Cheeks 
Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan, . 
His Eyes were green as Leeks. 
O Siſters three, come, come to me, 
With Hands as pale as Milk z; 
Lay them in gore, ſince you have ſhore- 
With Sheers, this Thread * Silk. 


Tongue 
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Tongue not a word: Come truſty Sword; 
Come Blade, my Breaſt imbrue: * 
And farewel Friends, thus mr ends; 
Adieu adieu, adieu. 
T beſ. Moon-ſhine and Lion are left to bury the Dead. 
Dem. Ay, and Wall too. 
Bat. No, I aſſure you, the Wall is down that parted 
their Fathers. Will it 7 ou to ſee the Epilogue, or 
2 3 een two of our Com- 


No Epil I ; for our Pla needsno- 
25 Never excuſe ; for when the Players wealldead, 
. need none to be blam d. Ma 7 , if — that writ 1t 
lay d Pyramus, and hung hi in 8 — 
it wa — been a fine Tragedy: And enz — * 
very notably diſcharg d. But come, your Burgomask; let 
your Epilogue alone. [ Here 4 — of chens, 
The Iron Tongue of Midnight hath told twelve. 
Lovers, to Bed, tis almoſt Fairy time 
I fear we ſhall out-ſleep the coming Morn, 
As much as we this Night have over-watch'd. 
This palpable ſs Play hath well beguil'd 
The heavy Gaite of Night. Sweet Friends to Bed. 
A Fortnight hold we this Solemnity, 
In nightly Revel, and ne — 4 5 5 I Exeunt. 
Puck. Now the hungry Lion roars, 
And the Wolf beholds the Moon: 
Whilſt the heavy man ſnoars, 
All with weary. Task fore-done. 
Now the waſted Brands do 
Whilſt the Scritch-Owl, ſcritching loud, 
Puts the Wretch that lyes in Woe 
In remembrance of a Shroud. 
Now it is the time of — 
That the Graves, all 223 
Every one lets forth | 
In the Church-way ns to ., 
And we Fairies, that do run | 
By the triple Hecate's Team, 


From. 


— — 
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From the Preſence of the Sun, 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream, 
Now are Frolick; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturb this hallowed Houſe. 
I am ſent with Broom before, 
To ſweep the Duſt behind the Door. 
Euter King and * of Fairies, with their Train 
ob. Through the Houſe give glimmering Light, | 
By the dead — drowhe Fire, | 
Every Elf and Fairy Spright, 
Hop as light as Bird from Brier, 
And this Ditty after me 
Sing, and Dance it trippingly. 
Auen. Firſt rehearſe this Song by roat, 
To each Word a warbling Note. 
Hand in Hand, with Fairy Grace, 
| * we ung and bleſs this Place. 


. r ² ae. at en 6d 


The SONG. 


Now until the break of Day, 
Through this Houſe each Fairy rey: 
To the beſt Bride-bed will we, 

Which by us ſhall Bleſſed be: 

And the Iſſue there create, 

Ever ſhall be Fortunate; | | 

So ſhall all the Couples three, ED. 

Exer true in loving be: | 

And the B'ots in Nature's Hand 5 

Shall not in their Iſſue ſiand; 

Never Mole, Hare- lip, nor Scar, | 

Nor Mark. Prodigions, ſuch as arg 9 2 44] 

Deſpiſed in Nativity, © © 

Shall upon their Children os 

With this Field-Dew conſecrate, 

Every Fairy take his Gate, 

And each ſeveral Chamber bleſs, 
Through this Palace with . Peace. 
Ever ſhall it Safely reſi. 

Aud the . it blell. 


Trip 
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Trip away. make no ſs 
Met me E by break 4 Day. 
Puck. If we, Shadows, have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended, _ 
That you have but Slumbred here, 
While theſe Viſions did appear. 
And this weak and idle Theam, 
No more yielding but a Dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend; 
If you Pardon, we will mend. 
And as I am honeſt Puck, | 
If we have unearned Luck, 
Now to ſcape the Serpent's Tongue, 
We will make Amends ere long: 
Elſe the Pack a Liar call. 
So good Night unto you all. 


Give me your 1 if we be 3 3 
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The Merchant of Vt NICE. 


ACTI SCENE I 


Enter Anthonio, Solarino, 4 Salanio. 


ANTH@NIO. 


NN ſooth I know not why I am fo 
llt wearies me; you fay it wearies 


by it; 


I DAY 

And ſuch a Want-wit Sadneſs makes of me, 

That I have much ado to know my ſelf. 
Sal. Your Mind is toſſing on the Ocean, 

There where your Argolies with portly Sail, 

Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the Flood, 

Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 

Do over-peer the pretty Traffickers 

That Curtſie to them, do them Reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven Wings. 


Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch Venture forth, 


The better Part of my Affections would as 
Be with my Hopes abroad. I ſhonld be till. 


Plucking the Graſs, to know whiere fits the Wind, 


nn... 


ad. 


| you "Rep | : by 
But how I caught it, found it, or came 


What Stuff tis made of, whereof it is 


Peering in Maps for Ports, and Peers, nd Roads; 


And every Object that might make me fear 


Miſ- 
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 Misfortune to my Ventures, out of doubt, 
worn make — ſad. 

Sal. My Wind cooling my Broth, Eg 
Would blow me to an * when I thought 
What harm a Wind too great might do at Sea. 
I ſhould net ſee the ſandy Hour-glaſs run, 

But 1 ſhould think of Shallows and of Flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in Sand, 
Vailing her high Top lower than her Ribs, 

To kiſs her Burial: Should I go to Church 
And ſee the holy Edifice of Stone, 


And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous Rocks? 


Which touching but my gentle Veſſel's Side, 
Would ſcatter all her Spices on the Stream, 
Enrobe the roaring Waters with my Silks; 
And in a word, but even now worth this, 


And now worth nothing. Shall I have the Thought Ky 
To think on this, and ſhall I lack the Thought, 25 


That ſuch a thing bechanc d would make me fad 
But tell not me, I know Anthonio | 
| Is fad to think upon his Merchandize. 


Anth. Believe me, no, I thank my Fortune for it, 


My Ventures are not in one Bottom truſted, 
Nor to one Place; nor is my whole Eftate 
Upon the Fortune of this t Year: = 
Therefore my Merchandize makes me not fad. 
Sola. Why then you are in Love. oo og 
Auth. Fie, fie. 


Sola. Not in Love neither! then let us fay you are fad, 


| Becauſe you are not merry; and twere as calie 


For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are roy s 3 
anus, 


Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-headed 
Nature hath fram'd ſtrange Fellows in her Time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their Eyes, 
And laugh like Parrots at a Bag-piper; 
And other of ſuch vinegar Aſpe 55 


That they'll not ſhew their Teeth in way of smile, 


Though Neſtor ſwear the Jeſt be laughable, 
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Enter Baſſanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano. 
Sal. Here comes Baſſanio, 
Your moſt noble Kinſman; 
Gratian and Lorenzo: Fare ye well; 
We leaye you now with better Company: 

Sola. I would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, 
If worthier Friends had not prevented me. 

Anth. Your Worth is very dear in my Regard: 
J take it your own Buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace th' Occafion to depart. 
Sal. Good Morrow, my good Lords. 


Baſ.Good Signiors both, when ſhall we laugh? ſay when? ? 
Jou grow exceeding range; muſt it be ſo? 


Sal. We'll make our Leilures to attend on yours. 


Sola. My Lord Baſſanio, fince you have found Aurhonio, 


We two will leave you; but at Dinner Time, 
"0 pray you have in mind where we muſt meet. 
Baff. I will not fail ou. [ Exeunt Solar. and Sala . 
Gra. You look not well, Signior Anthonw; 
Jou have too much Reſpect upon the V/orld: 
They loſe it that do buy it with much Care. 
Believe me, you are marvellcufly chang'd. 
Aub. I hold the World but as the Wor 1d, Gratiano, 
A Stage where every Man muſt Play his Part, 
And mine a ſad one. 
Gra. Let me play the Fool 
With Mirth and Laughter; let old Wrinkles come, 
Aud let my Liver rather heat with Wine, 
Than my Heart cool with mortifying Groans: 
Why ſhould a Man, whoſe Blood 1s warm within, 
Sit {ike his Grandlire cut in Alablaſtar? 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the Jaundice 
By being peeviſh? 1 tell thee what, A thonio, 
I love thee, and it is my Love that ſpe. ks: 
There are a fort of Men, whoſe Viſages 
Do cream and mantle Ike a ſtanding Pond, 
And do a wilful Stiln*ſs entertain, 
With purpoſe to be dreſt in an Opinion 
Of Wiſdom, Gravity, profound Conceit, 
As who ſhould ſay, 1 am, Sir, an — 


Le. . G . 
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| Day ere you find them, and when you have them, they 
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And when I ope my let no bark. 
O my po 3 1 2 of de, 
That — only are reputed Wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing; who I am very ſure, 
If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe Ears, 
Which hearing them. would call their Brothers Fools. 5 
I' tell thee more of this another time: 
But fiſh not with this melarcholly Bat. | 
For this Fool Gudgeon, this Opinion. | 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
Vil end my Exhortation after Dinner. 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till Dinner. time. 
1 muſt be one af theſe ſame dumb wiſe Men; 
For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. 
Gra. Well, keep me Company but two Years more, 
Thou ſhalt not know the Sound = thine own Tongue, 
Ant. Fare you well; Il map a Talker for this Gear, 
Gra. Thanks i faith; for ce is only commendable 
In a Neats Tongue dry d, and a Maid not vendible. ¶ Exit. 
Anh. Is that any thing now? | 
Baſſ. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any Man in all Venice: his Reaſons are — of of 
| Wheat hid in two Buſhels of Chaff; you may ſeek all 


an. la. N ES 


are not worth the Search. 

Aneb. Well; tell me now what Lady is the ſame 
To whom you ſwore a ſceret Pilgrimage, 

That you to Day promis d to tell me of? 

Baſſ. Tis not unknown to you, Authonio, 

2 much I have diſabled mine Eſtate, 

By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling —_—.. 
Than my faint Means would continuance to; 

| Noe do 1 now make dens to: abridg'd 

From ſuch a noble Rate; but my chict Care 

Is to come fairly off from the great Debts 

Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 

Hath left me gag'd: To you, 

I owe the moſt in Mony, and in Love, 

And from your Love I have a Warran'y 


To uabarthen all my Flots and Purpolcs, 


wn wew.ace ww. > 


l 


ow 


| And if it ſtands as you 
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How to get clear of all the Debts I owe. 
Anth. I pray, you good Baſſauio, let me know it, 


your {elf ſtill do, 
Within the Eye of Honour, be aſſur d 


My Purſe, my Perſon, my extreameſt Means 


Lye all unlock'd to your Occaſions. 

Baſſ. In my School-Days, when I had loſt one _Y 
I ſhot his Fellow of the ſelf-ſame Fligt 
The ſelf-ſame way, with more advi ed Watch, 
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this Child-hood Proof, 
Becauſe what follows is E. Innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful Youth, | 


That which I owe is loft; but if you pleaſe 


To ſhoot another Arrow that ſelf way 

Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I do not doubt, 

As 1 wil watch the Aim, or to find both, 

Or bring your latter Hazard back again, 

And cli reſt Debtor for the firſ, 5 
Anth. You me well, and herein ſpend but Time 


ro wind about my Love with Circumſtance; 
And out — * R Wrong, 


utter moſt, 


ln making Queſion of my nero have: 


Then do but ſay to me, what ſhould 1 do, 

That in your Knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am preſt unto it: Therefore ſpeak. 
Baſſ. In Belmont is a Lady richly left, 

And the is fair, and, fairer than that Word, | 

Of wondrous Virtues ; Sometimes from her Eyes 1 

I did receive fair ſpecchleis Meſſiges; - , 

Her Name is Portis, nothing undervalu'd 

To Cato's ter Brutus Portia: 

Nor is the wide World ignorant ot her Worth; 

For the four Winds blow in from every Coaſt 

Reno ned Surors; and her ſunny 4 

Hang on her T- mples lke a golden Fleece, 

Which makes her Seat of Belmont Cholchos 


And many Faſons come i queſt of ler. 
97 * he Means 8 
8 To 
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To hold a rival Place with one of them, 
J haye a Mind preſages me ſuch Thift, 


That l ſhould queſtionleſs be fortunate. _ | 


Anh. Thou know'ſt that all my Fortunes are at Sea, 


| Neither have I Mony, nor Commodity 
To raiſe a preſent Sum; therefore go forth, 


Try what my Credit can in Venice do; 


That ſhall be rack d even to the uttermoſt, 


To furniſh thee to Belmont to fair Portia: 


So pre{ently enquire, and ſo will 1, 


Where Mony is, and I no queſtion make 


To have it of my Truſt, or for my ſake. [Exenm, 


SCENE Ul. R . 
_ Three Cakets are ſet out, one of Gold, another of Silver, 
A4 ud another of Lead, 


ter Portia and Neriſſa. Ry 
Por. By my Troth, Neriſſa, my little Body is weary of 


_ This great World. | 


Ner. You would be, ſweet Madam, if your Miſeries 


vvere in the ſame Abundance as your good Fortunes are; 


and yet, for ought 1 ſee, they are as ſick that ſurteit with 
too much, as they that ſtarve with nothing; therefore it 
is no {mall Happineſs to be ſeated in the Mean; Super- 
Auity comes ſooner by white Hairs, but Competency lives 


longer. „ 


Por. Good Sentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner. They would be better, if well follow'd. : 

Por. If to do were as eaſie as to know what were good 
to do, Chappels had been Churches, and poor Mens Cot- 
tages Princes Palaces: It is a good Divine that follows his 


own Inſtructions; I can eaſier teach twenty what were 


good to be done, than to be one of the twenty to f.llow 
mine own teaching. The Brain may deviſe Laws for the 
Blood, but a hot Temper leaps Oer a cold Decree; ſuch 


2 Hare is Madaels rhe Youth, to skip o'er the Meſhes of 


good Counſel the Cripple. But this Reaſon is not in Fa- 
thion to chuſe me a Husband: O me, the Word chuſe! 1 
May neither chuſe whom I would, nor refuſe waom 1 


 dillike, 


er 
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diſlike, ſo is the Will of a living Daughter curb'd by the 
Will of a dead Father: Is it not hard, Neriſſa, that I car 

not chuſe one, nor refuſe none? 

| Nev. Your Father was ever Virtuous, and holy Men at 
their Death have good Inſpirations; therefore the Lottery 
that he hath deviſed in theſe three Cheſts of Gold, Silver, 


and Lead, whereof, who chuſes his Meaning, chuſes you, 


will no doubt never be choſen by any rightly, but one 
vrho you ſhall rightly love. But what Warmth is there 
in your Affection towards any of theſe Princely Suters 
that are already come? 

Por. I pray thee over-name them, and as thou nam' f 
them, I will deſcribe them, and N my Deſcrip- 


tion, level at my Affection. 


Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitan Prince. 
Por. Ay, that's a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing ! but 
talk of his Horſe, and he makes it a great Appropriation _ 
to his own good Parts that he can ſhoo him himſelf: 1 


am much atraid my Lady his Mother pad. falſe with a 
Smith. 


Ner. Then is there the Count Palatine. 

Por. He doth nothing tut frown, as who ould 6 
and you will not have me, chuſe: He hears merry Tales 
and ſmiles not; I fear he will prove the weeping Philoſo- 


pher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly 


Sadneſs in his Youth. I had rather to be married to a 


Death's Head with a Bone in his Mouth, than to cither of 


theſe. God defend me from theſe tue. 

Ner. How ſay you by the French. Lord, Monſieur Le: | 
Boun ! 

Per. God made him, and therefore let him paſs for a 
Man; in truth I know it is a Sin to be Mocker ; but he! 
why he hath a Horſe better than the Neapolitan's, a better 
bad Habit of Frowning than the Count Palatine, he is e- 
very Man in no Man; if a Taſſel fing, he falls ſtraight a 


Capring; he will fence with his own Shadow; if I ſhoul& f 
marry im, 1 ſhould marry twenty Husbands; if he 
will deſpiſe me, I would forgive him, for if he lors 


me to eſs, 1 ſhould never * him. 


63 Ney 
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Ner. What ſay you then to Faxconbridge, the young Ba- 
ron of England? 5 | 


Por. You know I ſay nothing to him for he under. 


ſtands not me, nor I him; he hath neither Lat, French, 
nor ry and you will come yet > op and ſwear 
that I have a poor Penny-worth in Engliſh; he is a proper 
Man's Picure. bur alas who can conyerſe with a dumb 


Show? How odly he is ſuited! I think he bought his 


Doublet in 1aly, his round Hoſe in France, his Bonnet in 
Germany, and his Behaviour every where. PD 
Ner. What think you of the other 
bour? Fn 


he borrow'd a Box of the Ear of the Engliſh-man, and 


ſwore he would pay him again when he was able. I 
think the French-man became his Surety, and ſealed under 


for another. 


Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of 


's Nephew? | 


Por. Very vildly in the Morning when he is ſober, 


and moſt vildly in the Afternoon when he is drunk; when 
he is beſt, he is a little worſe than a Man, and when 
de is worſt, he is little better than a Beaſt; and the worft 

Fall that ever fell, 1 hope I ſhall make ſhift to go with- 
Ner. If he ſhould offer to chuſe. and chuſe the right 
Casket, you ſhould refuſe to perform your Father's Will, 
if you ſhould refuſe to accept him. | 


For. Therefore for fear of the worſt, I pray thee ſet a 


deep Glaſs of Rheniſh Wine on the contrary Casket, for if 


the Devil be within, and that Temptation without, 1 


know he will chuſe it. I will do any thing, Neriſſa, ere 

1 will be marry' d to a Spunge. 

Ne. You need not fear, Lady, the having any of theſe 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their Determinati- 
on, which is inde-d to return to their Home, and to trou- 

dle you with no more Suits, unleſs you may be won by 


on the Caskets. 


For. 


Lord his Neigk- 
Por. That he hath a neighbour|; Charity in him, for 


ſome other ſort than your Father's Impoſition, depending 


2 
t 
ſ 
l 
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Por. If I live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as chaſte 
25 Diana, unleſs I be obtain'd by the manner of my Fa- 
ther's Will: I am glad this Parcel of Wooers are fo re- 
ſonable, for there 1s not one among them but I doat on- 
lis very Abſence, and wiſh them a fair 
Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father's 
| time, 2 * 1. Scholar 4 a Soldier, that came hither 
in Company of the Marquiſs of Mountferrat? 
= Yes, W as 1 think, fo was be 5 
Ner. True Madam, he of all the Men that ever my 
| 1 Eyes look d upon, was the beſt deſerving a fair 
- | 
Fer. I remember him well, and I remember im wor- 
thy of thy Praiſe, 
| Enter a Servant. 


Ser. The four Strangers ſeek you, Madam, to take FEY Z 
Leave; and there is a Fore-runner come from a fifth, 
The Prince of Morocco, who brings Word the Prince his. 
Maſter will be here to Night. 
Ter. If 1 could bid the Fifth welczme with fo good- 
Heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I ſhould be glad 
of his Approach; if he have the Condition of a Saint. and 
the Complexion of a Devil, I had rather he ſhould ſtu ive 
me than wive me. Come Neriſſa. Sirrah go before; whiles. 
we ſhut the Gate 23 Wooer, another knock: at the 
Door. 1 


SCENE ul. Venice. 


| Enter Baſſanio and Shy lock. 


hy Three thouſand Ducats? well. 
Baſſ. Ay Sir, for three Months. 

Shy. For three Months? well. 

Baſſ. For the which, as I told you, 
Authonio ſhall be bound 
_ Shy. „ well. 

Baſſ. May you me? W you pleaſure me? 
Shall 1 hn your Anſwer? | 


G 4 Shy... 
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good Man, is to have you underſtand me, that 


Shy. Three thouſand Ducats for three Months, 
And Anthonio bound ? ER, * 
Baſſ. Your Anſwer to that. 
Shy. Anthonio is a good Man. | 1 
Baſſ. Have you heard any Imputation to the contra- 
* | | | 5 
Shy. No, no, no, no; my Meaning in r is 2 
e is ſuffi- 
cient? yet his Means are in ſuppoſition: He hath an Argo- 


fie bound to Tripelis, another to the Indies; I underſtand 


moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third at Mexico, a 


fourth for England, and other Ventures he hath ſquar- 


dred Abroad. But Ships are but Boards, Sailers but Men; 
there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water Thieves and 
Lend Thityes, I mcan Pyrates; and then there is the Peril 


_ of Waters, Winds, and Rocks; the Man is notwithſtand- 
ing ſufficient; three thouſand Ducats? I think I may take 
bis Bord. FVV 1 


_ Baſſ. Be aſſur d you may. 5 3 
Sky. I will be aſſur'd I may; and that I may be aſſur'd, 


Iwill bethink me; may I ſpeak with Anthonio? 


Ba If it pleaſe you to dine with us. mY” EIS 
Shy. Yes, to ſmell Pork, to eat of the Habitation which 


_ yur Prophet the Nazsrite conjur d t! e Devil into; I w.ll 


buy with you, ſell with you, talk with you, walk with 
you, and F4 following; but 1 will not eat with you, drink 


_ with you, nor pray with you. | 
What News on the Nyalto; who comes here? 


| Enter Anthonio. 
Baſſ This is Signior Anthonio. 


Sy. [ Afide.] How like a fawning Publica he lcoks! 
T hate him, for he is 2 Chriſtian: 3 


But more, for that in low Simplicity 


Hie lends out Meny Gratis, and brings down | 


The Rate of Uſance here with us in Venice; 


If 1 can catch him once upon the Hip, 


I will feed fat the ancient Grudge I bear him. 


He hates our facred Nation, and he rails 
Even there where Merchants moſt do congregate, 


On me, my Bargains, and my well- worn Thrift, 
Fo Which 
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Which he calls Intereſt. Curſed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. ol 
Baſſ. Shylock, do you hear? | 
_ Shy. I am debating of my preſent Store, 
And by the near Gueſs of my Memory, 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the Groſs 
Of full three thouſand Ducats: What of that? 
Tuball, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe, 
Will furniſh me; but ſoft, how many Months 
Do you deſire? Reſt you fair, good Signior, [To Anth; 
Your Worſhip was the laſt Man in our Mouths. 
Anth. Shyloek, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of Excels, | 
Yet to ſupply the ripe Wants of my Friend, 
II break a Cuſtom. Is he yet poſſeſt 
How much he would? 5 
Shy. Ay, ay, three thouſand Ducats. 
Anth. And for three Months. oh 
Shy. I had forgot, three Months, you told me ſo; 
Well then, your Bord: And let me fee, but hear you, 
Methoughts you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon Advantage, . 
Anth. I did never uſe it. 
Shy. When Jacob graz d his Uncle Laban's Sheep, 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was, 


As his wiſe Mother wrought in his behalf, 


The third Poſſeſſor; ay, he was the third. 
Anth. And what of him, did he take Intereſt? 
Shy. No, not take Intereſt, not as you would ſay 
Directly Intereſt; mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himſelf were compromiz'd 
That all the Ewelings which were ſtreak d and =39 
Should fall as Jacobs Hire; the Ewes being rank, 
In end of Autumn turned to the Rams, . 
And when the Work of Generation was 
Between theſe woolly Breeders in the Act, 
The skilful Shepherd pil'd me certain Wands, 
And in the doing of the Deed of Kind, 
Ne ſtuck them up before the fulſome'E res, 
Who then conceiving, did in Yeaning time 
| | — N Fall 


You ſpurn 
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Fall party- colour d Lambs and thoſe were Jacob's. 
This was a. way to thrive, and he was bleſt; 


And Thrift is Bleſſing, if Men ſteal it not. 
 Anth. This was à Venture, Sir, that Jacob ſerv'd for; 
A thing not in his Power to bring to 


pals, 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the Hand of Heav'n: 


Was this inſerted to make Intereſt good? 
Or is your Gold and Silver Ewes and Rams? 


Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as faſt; 


Bat note me, Si 


Arb. Mark you this, Baſſenio, 


The Devil can cite Scri ture for his Purpoſe. 
An evil Soul producing holy Witneſs, 


Is like a Villain with a ſmiling Cheek, N 


A goodly Apple rotten at the Heart, 


O what a godly Gutſide Falſhood hat) 
Shy. Three thouſand Ducats! tis a good round Sum. 


Three Months from twelve, then let me ſee the Rate. 


Anth. Well, Shytock, mall we be beholding to you? 


Shy, Signior 4:thonis, many a Time and oft 


In the Ryalzo you have rated me, | 


About ray Monies and my Uſances: 
Still have I born it with a patient Shrug, 


For Sufferance is the Badge of all our Tribe; 


Tou call me Misbeliever. Cut-throat Dog, 


And ſpit upon my Fewiſh Gaberdine, g 
And kf for Uſe of * which is mine own. 


Well then, it now appears you need my Help: 
Go to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 


Shylock, we would have Monies; you fay ſo, 


| You that did void your Rheume upon my Beard, 


And foot me as you ſpurn a ſtranger Cur 


Over your Threſhold; Monies is your Suit, 
What ſhould I fay to you? Should I not fay, 


Hath a Dog Mony? is it poſſible 


A Cur ſhould lend three thouſand Ducats? or 


Shall 1 bend low, and in a Bondman's Key | 
With bated Breath, and whiſpering Humbleneſs, 


7 


d me ſuch a Day; another time 


You | 
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You call'd me Dog; and for theſe Curteſies 
I'll lend you thus much Monies. 
Anh. I am as like to call thee ſo again, 
To ſpit on thee again, to ſpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this Mony, lend it not 
As to thy Friend, for when did Friendſhip take 
A Breed of barren Metal of his Friend? | 
But lend it rather to thine Enemy, 
Who if he break, thou may n with better Face 
Exact the 3 3 
Shy Why look rm. 
106 be Friends with . and have your Love; | 
| Forget the Shames that you have ſtain'd me with, 
| Suppl your Þ preſent r take no bar © 
or Monies, not me.: 
| This is kind I offer. 1 
Baff This were Kindneſs. 
Shy. This Kindneſs will I ſhow;. 
Go with me to a Notary, ſeal me there 
Tour ſingle Bond, and in a merry Sport 
If you repay me not on ſuch a Day, 
In ſuch a Place, ſuck Sum or Sums as are 
Expreſs'd in the Condition, let the Forſeit 
Be nominated for an equal Pound 
Of your fair Fleſh, to — cut off and taken 
In what part of your it pleaſeth me. 
Antk. Content, in Fark TI PN ſeal to ſuch a Bond, 
| _ ſay there is much Kindneſs in the Few. 
. You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a Bond for me, 
m E. * dwell in my Neceſſity. 
dub Why fear not Man, I will not forfeit it; 
Within theſe two Months, that's a Month before 
This Bend expires, I do expect return | 
Of thrice three times the value of this Bond. 
Shy. O Father Abraham, what theſe Chriſtians xe!” 
Whoſe own hard Dealing teaches them juipet 
The Thoughts of others: Pray you tell me this, 
If he ſhould break his Day, what ſhould I gain 
By the Exaction of the Forfeiture ? 
A [Pound of Max's Fleſh taken from a Man, 
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Hath fear'd the Valiant; by my Love 1 ſwear, 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clime 


| Except to ſteal your Thoughts, my gentle Queen. 
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Is not fo eſtimable, profitable neither, 

As Fleſh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. I lay, 
To buy his Favour, I extend this Friendſhip: 

If he will take it, fo; if not, adieu; | 
And for my Love I pray you wrong me not. 


Ausb. Yes, Shylock, 1 will ſeal unto this Bond. 


Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's, 


Give him direction for this merry Bond, 

And I will go and purſe the Ducats ſtraight, 
Sce to my Houſe, left in the fearful Guard 
Of an unthrifty Knave, and preſently 


Til be with you. „ 
Auth. Hie thee, gentle Few. This Hebrew will turn 


Chriſtian, he grows kind. 


Baſſ. I ike not fair Terms, and a Villain's Mind. 


Anh. Come on, in this there can be no diſmay, 
My Ships come home a Month before the Day. ¶ Exeunt. 
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SCENE Zelmont. 


Enter Morochius a Tawny- Moor all in White, and three er 
four Followers accordingly, with Portia, Neriſſa, aud her 


Train. Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. M A Hike me not for my Complection, i 
M 


The ſhadow'd Livery of the burnifh'd Sun, 


To whom I am a Neighbour, and near bred. 


Bring me the faireſt Creature Northward born, 


Where Fhabus Fire ſcarce thaws the Iſicles, 
And let us make Inciſion for your Love, 


To prove whoſe Blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
I tell thee, Lady, this Aſpect of mine 


Have loy'd it too: I would not change this Hue, 


Por. In terms of Choice I am not ſolely led 
By nice Direction of a Maiden's Eyes: 
Beſides, the Lottery of my Deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chuſing: 
But if my Father had not ſcanted me, g 
And hedg d me by his Wit to yield my ſelf 
His Wife, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Your ſelf, Renowned AA then ſtood as fair | 
As any Comer I have look d on me” 
For my Affection. 
Mor. Even for that I thank you, | 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the Cackets 
To try my Fortune: By this Scimitar, 
That flew the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three Fields of Sultan Solyman, 
I would o er- ſtare the ſterneſt Eyes that look, 
Out-brave the Heart moſt daring on the Earth, 
Pluck the young ſucking Cubs from the She-Bear, 
Yea, mock the Lion when he roars for 882 
To win thee Lady. But alas, the while, 
If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice, 
Which is the better Man, the greater Throw 
May turn by Fortune from the weaker Hand: 
So is Alcides beaten by his Rage, 
And ſo may I, blind — cading me, 
Miſs that which one unworthier may attain, - 
And die with grieving. 
Por. You mult take your Chance, 
And either not attempt to chuſe at all, 
Or ſwear before you chuſe, if you chuſe n 
Never to ſpeak to Lady after ward 
In way of Marriage; therefore be advis d. 
| Mor. Nor will not; come bring me un'o my Chance! 
Por. Firſt forward to the N after Dinner 
Four hazard ſhall be made. 


Mor. Good Fortune then, |  [Cornets: 
To make 8 me bleſt or curſed'ſt among Mer [Exeunt. 
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ul no; take heed, honeſt 


Conſcience is a kind of hard Conſcience, to offer to coun- 


Z the way to Maſter Few's! 


not; I will try Confuſions wi 


SCE N E IL Denice. 


Enter Launcelot alone. 

Lawn. Certainly, my Conſcience will ſerve me to run 
from this Few * The Fiend is at mine Elbow, 
and tempts me, ſayin = Laemcelot Fobbe, 
_ — — ONE TI, 


your 9 ans ihe 
— N — 
Jobbe, „5. do not 


run, ſcorn running with thy Heels: the moſt cou- 
ragious Fiend bids me pack, Via ſays the Fiend, away 
ſays the Fiend, for the — rouſe up a brave Mind, 
fays the Fiend, and run, Well, my Conſcience banging 


about the Neck of my Heart, ſays very wiſely to me, 
My honeſt Friend Launcelot, being an honeſt Man's Son, 
23 —— indeed * 
tber did ſomething ſmack, ſomething grow too; he 
a kind of taſte——Well, my Conſcience 
| budge not; budge. ſays the 1 
Conſcience; Conſcience, ſay I, you counſel well; Fiend, 
may I, you counſel well; to be rul'd by my Conſcience i 
ſhould ſtay with the Few my Maſter, who, God bleſs 
the Mark, is a kind of Devil; and to run awa from the- 


ce ſays, Lamunceiot 
not, fays my 


Zew | ſhould be ruled by the Fiend, who, faving your 
Reverence, is the Devil himſelf. Certainly the Few is 
the very Devil Incarnation, and in my Conſcience, my 


ſel me to ſtay with the Few; the Fiend gives the more 

friendly Counſel; I will run, Fiend, ITE are at your 
Commandment, 1 will run. | 

Enter Old Gobbo with 4 Baker: | Y 

Gos. Maſter Voung- man, you, 1 pray you, which: i 8 


Father, who 
blind, — ; 


Gob. Nate ung dealt [ay you which is the 
Laws, 


Lam. O Heav'ns, he Heres 
being more than ſand-blind, 


way to Maſter my 
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Lawn, Turn upon your Right-hand at the next turni 
bur at the next turning of all on your Left; marry at the 


very next turning turn of no hand, but turn dows indi- 
recily to the Few's Houle. 


Gob. By God's ſonties, twill be a hard way to hit; | 


can you tell me whether one Launcelar that dwells with 
him, dwell with — or no? 


Lawn. Talk you of young Maſter Launcelot? Mark me 
now, now will I raiſe the Waters; talk you of young Ma- 
|  ſter Lawncelot? 


Gob. No Maſter, Sir, but a poor Man's s Son, his Fa- i 


ther, tho' I ſay t, is an honeſt exceeding Man, and 
Ged be thanked en 5 


Lawn. Well, let his Father be what he will, we talk of 


young Maſter Launcelot. 
Your Worſhip's Friend and Launcelot. 


Lan. But I pray you Ergo, old Man, Ergo I beſeech ” 


you, talk you of young 


Maſter Lancelot? 
Gob. Of Launcelot ant Mafterſhi 


e your p. 
Lan. Ergo Maſter Lawncelot, talk not of Maſter Laus. 


celot Father, for the young Gentleman according to Fates 
and Deſtinies, and ſuch odd Sayings, the Siſters three, and 
ſuch Branches of Learning, is indeed deceaſed, or as you 


would ſay in plain — go ne to Heav'n. 


Gob. — Fn: forbid, the Boy was the very Staff of 
my Age, my very Prop. 


Lawn. De | look like a Cudgel or a Hovel-poſt, a Staff 


er a Prop? Do you know me. Father? 
Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young Gentle- 


man; but | pray you tell me, is my ——— 
Soul. alive or dead? 


Lam. Do you not know me, Father? 
Gob. Alack Sir, I am fand-blind, I know you not. 


Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your Eyes you might 


fail of the knowing me: It is a wile Father that knows 
| his own Child. Well, old Man, I will tell you News of 


E Son, give me your Bleſſing, Truth will come to 
1 


ighe, Murder cannot be hid long, 89 my, bur 
in the end Truth will not. T | 


= 
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Gob. Pray you Sir ſtand up, I am ſure you are not 
Lawncelot my Boy. 

Laun. Pray you let's have no more fooling about it, but 
give me your Bleſſing ; I am Launcelot, your Boy that 
was, your Son that is, your Child that ſhall — 

Gob. I cannot think you are my Son. : 

Lamun. I know not what I ſhall think of that: But 1 
am Launcelot the Few's Man, and I am ſure Margery your 


Wife is my Mother. 


Gob. Her Name is Margery indeed. u be ſworn if 


thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own Fleſh and Blood: 
Lord worſhip'd might he be! what a Beard haſt thou 
got! thou haſt got more Hair on thy Chin, than Dobbin 


my Phil-horſe has on his Tail. 
Tann. It ſhould ſeem then that Dobbin's Tail rows 
backward, I am ſure he had more Hair on his Tail than 


I have on my Face when I laſt ſaw him. 


Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd! how doſt thou and 


_ thy Maſter agree? 1 have brought him a Preſent; how = 
== you now ? 


Lawn: Well, well, but for mine own Part, as 1 have ſet | 
up my reſt to run away, fo I will not reſt till I have run 
ſome ground: My Maſter's a very Few: Give him a Pre- 
ſent! give him a Halter: I am famiſh'd in his Service. 


You may tell every Finger I haye with my Ribs. Father 


I am glad you are come, give me your Preſent to one 
Maſter Baſſanio, who indeed gives rare new Liveries; 
If I ferve him not, I will rua as far as Gcd has any 


Ground. O rare Fortune, here comes the Man; to him 
Father, for I am a Few if I ſerve the Few any longer. 


| Enter Baſſanio with a Follower or two. 
Baſſ. You may do ſo; but let it be ſo haſted, that Sup- | 
per be ready at the fartheſt by five of the Clock: Sce 


_ theſe Letters deliver'd, put the Liveries to 3 and 


deſire Gratiano to come anon to my 223 
Laun. To him, Father. 
Gob. God bleſs your Worſhip. 
| Baſf. Gramercy, would ſt thou 3 with me? 
G00. Here's 22 ir, — 9 
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| Lawn. Not a poor Boy, Sir, but the Rich Few's Man, that 
would, Sir, as my Father ſhall ſpecifie. 

Gob, He hath a great Infection, Sir, as one would ſay, 
to ſerve. | | 
Lawn. Indeed the ſhort and the long is, L ſerve the Few, 
and have a defire as my Father ſhall ſpecitie. 
SGob. His Maſter and he, ſaving your Worſhip's Reve- 
rence, are ſcarce Catercoufins. | | 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the ew ha- 
ving done me wrong, doth cauſe me, as my Father, be- 
ing J hope an old Man, ſhall frutifie unto you. 

Gob. 1 have here a Diſh of Doves that I would beſtow 
upon your Worſhip, and my Suit is—— _ 

Laun. In very brief, the Suit is impertinent to my ſelf, 
as your Worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old Man; and, 
| 2 I fay it, though old Man, yet poor Man my Fa- 

1 | | 


Baſſ. One ſpeak for both, what would you? 
Laun Serve you, Sir. . 

Geb, This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 
| Baſſ. I know thee well, thou haſt ob:ain'd thy Suit; 

 Shyleck, thy Maſter, ſpoke with me this dag. 
And hath preferr'd thee, if it be Preferment, 
To leave a rich Few's Seryice to become 
The Follower of ſo poor a Gentleman. 5 

_ Lawn. The old Proverb is very well parted between my 
Maſter Shylock and you, Sir; you bave the Grace of God, 
Sir, and he hath encugh, 5 | 
Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; go Father with thy Son, 
Take leave of thy old Maſter, and enquire * 
My Lodging out; give him a Livery, 
More guarded than his Fellows: ſee it de ne. TLV 

Lawn. Father in, I cannot get à Service, no? I have 
reer a Tongue in my Head? Well, if any Man in 1taly, 
have a fairer Table which doth offer to {wear upon a Book: | 
I ſtall have good Fortune; go tao, here's a fimple Line of 
Life, here's a ſmall trifle of Wives, alas, fifteen Wives is 
nothing, eleven Widows and nine Maids is a fimple com- 
ing in for one Man, and then to ſcape Drowning thrice, 
and to be in Peril of my Life with the edge of a Fans 
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Bed, 1 ſimple ſcapes: Well, if Fortune be 2 Wo- 
man, ſhe's Wench for this gere. Father come, 
nt 
[Ex. Laun. and Gobs 
i. y thee, good Leonardo, think on this; 
Theſe ting $ es being boug bought and orderly beſtowed, 
or I do feaſt to night 
My ite eſteem d Acquaintance; hie thee, 
Leon. My beſt Endeayours ſhall be done 
» Enter Gratiano. 
| Gra. Where's your Maſter? 
Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio. 
| Baſſ. Gratiano.. | 
_ Gra. 1 bave a Suit to you. 
Dal. You have obtain d it. | 
Gra. You mult not deny me, 1 muſt go with you to 


h Belmont. 


Baß. Why then you muſt: But hear thee, Gratiano, 


| Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of Voice, 


Parts that become thee happily enough, 


And in ſuch Eyes as ours appear not Faults; 
But where they are not known, why there they be 


Something too liberal; pray thee take pain 

To allay with ſome cold drops of Modeſt 3 
Thy Spirit leaſt through thy Behaviour 
I. be milcon ru d in the Place I go too. 


And loſe my Hopes. 


Gra. Signior Baſſanio hear me, 


If 1 do not pun on a ſober Habit, 


Talk with Reſpect, and ſwear but now and then, 
Wear Prayer-books in my Pockets, look demurely, 
Nay, more, while Grace is ſaying, hood mine Eyes 
Thus with my Hat, and figh 3 fay, A 


Uſe all the obſervance of Civility, 
Like one well ſtudied in a fad oftent S 
To pleaſe his Grandam, never truſt me more. 


Baſſ. Well, we ſhall ſee your bearing. 
Gra. Nay, but 1 bar to Night, you ſhall not gage me. 


IF what we do to Night. 


21 
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Belt No, that were pity. 

I would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldeſt Suit of Mirth, for we have Friends 
That purpoſe Merriment: But fare you well, 


I have 77 me Buſineſs. 


Gra. And I muſt to 83 the reft : 


But we will viſit you at Supper. time Leun, 


| — effica and Launcelot. 
F/ 1am for wilt leave my Father ſo, 
Our Houſe is Hel 2 thou a merry Devil 
Didſt rob it of ſome taſte of Tediouſneſs; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee; 
And Lancelot, ſoon at Supper fhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Maſter's Gueſt, 

Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, 

And ſo farewel: I would not have my Father 
See me talk with thee. 


Laun. Adieu; Tears exhibit m. Tongue, ' moſt beauti- = 


ful Pagan, moſt ſweet Few; if a Chriſtian did not play the 
Knave and get thee, I am much deceived ; But adieu, theſe 


| fooliſh Drops do ſomewhat drown thy manly Spire: | 


Adieu. | [Exi, 
Fel. Farewel, good Laumcelot. 

Alack, what hainous Sin is it in me, 

To be aſham'd to be my Father's Child? 

But though I am a Daughter to his Blood, 

I am not to his Manners: O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep Promiſe, I ſhall end this Strife, 


Become a Chriſtian, and thy loving Wife. (- 


| Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 
Lor. Nay, we will flink away in Supper-time, 


Diſguiſe us at my Lodging, and return all in an Hour. 


Gra. We have net made good Preparation. 

Sal. We have not ſpoke as yer of Torch-bearers. 

Sola. Tis vile, unleſs it may be quaintly ordered. 
And better in my mind not undertook. 


Lor. Tis now but four a Clock, we have two Hours 


| To furniſh us. Friend Lawncelot, what's the News? 
Enter Launcelot with 4 Letter. 
Lan. And it ſhall pleaſe you to break up this, it Gal 


A. 


— 
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Lor. I know the Hand, in faith tis a fair Hand, 
And whiter than the Paper it is Writ on, 
Is, the fair Hand chat writ. 
Gra. Love-news, in faith. 
Lawn. By your leave, Sir. 
Tor. Whither goeſt thou? 
Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old Maſter the Jewto Sup do 
Night with my new Maſter the Chriſtiar. 
Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Feſſica 
I will not fail her, ſpeak it privately. 
Go, — will you prepare you: for this Mack to 
ight? 
Iam — of a Torch: bearer. Exit Laun 
Sal. Ay marry, I'll be gone about it trait, 
Sola. And fo will I. 
Lor. Meet me and Gratiano, at Gratians' Lodging 
Some hour hence. 1 5 
Sal. Tis good we do ſo. „ 
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Felfica 13 | 
Lor. I muſt needs tell thee all, ſhe hath directed 
How I ſhall take her from her Father's Houſe, 
What Gold and Jewels ſhe is furniſh'd with, 
What Page's Suit the hath in readineſs; 
If cer the Few her Father come to Heav' a, 

It will be for his gentle Daughter's fake: 

And never dare Misfortune croſs her Foot, 

Unleſs ſhe do it under this excuſe, 

That ſhe is Iſſue to a faithleſs Few. | 
Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 2 
Fair Feſjica ſhall be my Torch-bearer.  [Exeum, 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 


| Shy. Well, thou ſhalt ſee, thy Eyes ſhall be thy Judge. 


The difference of old Shylock and Baſſanio; ; 
What Feſica! Thou ſhalt not Gormandize 

As thou haſt done with me—— What Feſica! 
And ſleep, and ſnore, and rend * out. 
Why Feſſica, I ſay. 
Lawn. Why Feſſica! 
Shy. Who bids thee call? I did not bid thee call 


La, 
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Ian. Your Worſhip was wont to tell me 
1 could do nothing without bidding. 
— (U 
Jeſ. Call you? What is your will? 
_ $hy. 1 am bid forth to Supper, Feſca, 
There are my Keys: But wherefore ſhould I go? 
Jam not bid for Love; they flatter me; 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriſtian. Fefica, my Girl, 
Look to my Houſe, I am right loth to go, 
There is ſome Ill a brewing towards my R 
For I did _ - Mony-Bags laſt Night. 
Laun. 1 ch you Sir go, my y Maſter 
Doth expect your Reproach, TY 
Shy. So do I his. Cows re 5 
Laun. And they have conſpired together, 1 will not fay 
you ſhall ſee a Mask, but if you do, then it was not for 
nothing that my Noſe fell a bleeding on Black Munday 
laſt, at fix a Clock !th' Morning, falling out that Year on 
Aſh-Wedneſday was four Year in the Afternoon. 1 
Shy. What are their Masks? Hear you me, Feſica, 
Lock up my Doors, and when you hear the Drum 
And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neck'd Fife, 
 Clamber not you up to the Caſements then, 
Nor thruſt your Head into the publick Street | 
Jo gaze on Chriſtian Fools with varniſn'd Faces; 
But ſtop my Houſe's Ears, I mean my Caſements, 
Leet not the ſound of ſhallow Foppery enter 
My ſober Houſe. By Jacob's Staff I ſwear, 
have no mind of Feaſting forth to Night: 
But 1 will go; go you before me, Si 
Say 1 will come. 
_ Laun. I will go before, Sir. 3 
8 Miſtreſs, look out at a Window for all this; 
There will come a Chriſtian b,, 7 ; 
Will be worth a Few's Eye. | [Exit Laun. 
Shy; What ſays that Foo! of Hagar's Off-ſpring ? ha. 
Jeſ. His Words were Farewel Miſtreſs, nothing elſe. 
Shy. The Patch is kind enough. but a huge Feeder: 
Snail- low in Profit, but he ſleeps by Dax 5 


a, 


Mcre 


I have a Father, you a 


Not I. but my Affairs have made you wait; 


— 
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More than the wild Cat; Drones hive not with me, 


Therefore I with him, aud part with him 


To one that I would have him help to waſte 
His borrowed Purſe Well, Feſica, go in, 
Perhaps I will return immediately; 3 
Do as I bid you, ſhut Doors after you, taſt bind, ID 


A Proverb never ſtale in thrifry Mind. 


Feſ. Farewel; and if — Fortune be not croſt, 
loſt. #7 | [ Exit. 
Enter Gratiano and Salanio in ade. 


Gra. This is the Pent-houſe under which Lorenz4 deſred 
us to make a ſtand. 


Sal. His Hour is almoſt paſt. 
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his Hour, | 


For Lovers ever run before the Clock. 


Sal. O ten times faſter Veuu, Pigeons fly 


To ſteal Loves Bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged Faith unforfeited. 


Gra. That ever holds. Who riſeth from a Feaſt 


With that keen Appetite that he fits down? 
| Where is the Horſe that doth untread again 
His tedious Meaſures with th' unbated Fire 
That he did pace them firſt? All things that are, 
Are with more Spirit chaſed than ne 


How like a Younker or a Prodigal 
The skarſed Bark puts from her native Bay, 


Huzg'd and embraced by the ſtrumpet Wind? 


How like a Prodigal doth ſne return 
Wi:h over-wither'd Ribs and ragged Sails, 


Lean, rent and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet Wind? 


Enter Lorenzo. 
Sal. Here comes Lorenzo. more of this hereafter. | 
Lor. Sweet Friends, your Patience for my long * | 


When you ſhall pleaſe to play the Thieves for _ 
Til w2tch as long for you then; approach; 


Here wells my Father Few. Hoa, who's within ? 


Jeflica above in Boy's Cloaths. | 
Jeſ. Who are you? tell me for more certainty, 
Alben Tl n 


Le. 


, 


No Mask to Night, the Wind is come about, 
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Lor. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Feſ. Lorenzo certain, and my Love indeed, 

For who love I ſo much? And now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 


Lor. Heav'n and thy Thoughts are Witneſs that thou art. 


Feſ. Here, catch this Casket, it is worth the pains. 
I am glad 'tis Night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much aſham'd of my Exchange; 


But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot ſee 


The pretty Follies that themſelves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himſelf would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transformed to a Boy. 
Lor. Deſcend, for you muſt be my Torch bearer. 
Feſ. What, muſt I hold a Candle to my Shame? 


They in themſelves goodſooth are too too light. 


Why, 'tis an Office of diſcoyery, Love, 


- And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 


Loy. So you are, Sweet, 


Even in the lovely Garniſh of a Boy; but come at once; 


For the — doth play the Run-away. 

And we are ſtaid for at Baſſauios Feaſt, 
Zef. I will make faſt the Doors, and gild my {elf 

With ſome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Few. 
Ley. Beſhrew me but I love her heartily, 


For ſhe is wiſe, if 1 can judge of her; 


And fair ſhe is, if that mine Eyes be true; 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelf; 
And therefore, like ber ſelf, wiſe, fair, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant Soul, 

| 3 Enter Jeſſica. | 
What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away; 


Our masking Mates by this time for us ſtay. [Exit 


Eiter Anthonio. 
Anth. Who's there? 
Gra. Signior Anthonis. 

Aub. Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reſt? 

'Tis nine a Clock, our Friends all ſtay for you; 


/ 


8 
| 

| 
- 
; 


Buſan 


— — 


I do in Birth deſerve her, and in Fortunes, 
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Baſſanio preſently will go aboard, 

I have ſent twenty out to ſeek for you. 

Gra. I am glad on't, I defire no more Delight 

Than to be under Sail, and gone to Night. Exeumt: 


SCENE Ill. Belmont: 


Enter Portia with Morrochius and both their Trains. 
Por. Go, draw aſide the Curtains, and diſcover 

The ſeveral Caskets to this Noble Prince. 5 

Now make your Choice. [Three Caskets are diſcovered. 
Mor. The firſt of Gold, who this Inſcription bears, 

Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſire. 


The ſecond Silyer, which this Promiſe carries, 
| Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as be deſerves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 


Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 


How ſhall I know it I do chuſe the right? 


Poy. The one of them contains my Picture, Prince; 


If you chuſe that, then I am yours withal. 


Mor. Some God direct my Judgment, let me ſee, 
I will ſurvey the Inſcriptions back again; 
What ſays this Leaden Casket ? | my 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
Muſt give, for what? for Lead? Hazard for Lead? 


This Casket threatens. Men that hazard all, 


Do it in hope of fair Advantages: 
A golden Mind ſtoops not to ſhows of Droſs, 


I'll then not give nor hazard ought for Lead? 
What ſays the Silver with her Virgin hue? 


Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
As much as he deſerves? Pauſe there, Morrochias, 
And weigh thy Value with an even hand, 
If thou be'ſt rated by thy Eſtimation, 

Thou doſt deſerve enough, and yet enough 


My not extend fo far as to the Lady; 


And yet to be afraid of my deſerving, 
Were but a weak diſabling of my ſelf. 
As much as I deſerve? — why that's the Lady: 
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In Graces, and in Qualities of Breeding: 
But more than theſe, in Love | do delerye. 
What if I ftray'd no farther, but choſe here? 
Let's ſee once more this Sayiog grav'd in Gold. 
I ho chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men defire. 
Why that's the Lady; all the World deſires her: 
From the four Corners of the Earth they come 
To Kiſs this Shrine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian Deſarts and the vaſt Wilds 

Of wide Arabia are as thorough-Fares now, 

For Princes to come view fair Portia. 

The Watery Kingdom, whoſe ambitious Head 
Spits in the Face of Heav'n, is no Bar 

Jo ſtop the foreign Spirits, but they come, 

As o'er a Brook, to ſee fair Portia. 
One of theſe three contains her heavenly Picture. 
Is like that Lead contains her? Twere Damnation 
To think ſo baſe a Thought: it were toe groſs 
To rib her Searcloth in the obſcure Grave: 

Or ſhall I think in Silver ſbe's immur'd, 
Being ten times undervalued to try'd Gold; 
O ſinful thought, never ſo rich a Gem 
Was ſet in worſe than Gold! They have in England 
A Coin that bears the Figure of an Angel 
Stamped in Gold, but that's inſculpt upon; 
But here an Angel in a Golden Be 
Lyes all within. Deliver me the Key; 
Here do I chuſe, and thrive I asI may, | 
Por, There take it, Prince, and if my Form lye there, 
Then I am yours. [ Unlocking the Gold Casket. 
Mor. O Hell! What have we here, a carrion Death, 
Within whoſe empty Eye there is a written Scrowl: 
All that gliſters is not Gold, | 
| Often have you heard that told; | 
4 Man his Life hath ſold, 
But my Outſide to behold, 
| Gilded Timber do Worms infold: 
Had you been as Wiſe as Bold, 
Young in Limbs, in Fudgment old, 
Your Anſwer had not been inſcrol d, 
Fare yon well, your Suit is cold. 
Vo. II. 5 RA 
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_ . Mor. Cold indeed, and Labour loſt, 


Then farewel Heat, and welcome Froſt: 
Portia adieu, I have too griev'd a Heart 


Jo take a tedious leave: Thus Loſers part. [ Exit, 
For. A gentle riddance: Draw the Curtains, go; 
Let all of bis Complexion chuſe me ſto. [Exeumt. 
SCENE IV. Venice. 
Enter Solarino and Salanio. 


Sal. Why Man, I ſaw Baſſanio under Sail, 

With him is Graziano gone along; 

And in their Ship I am ſure Lorenzo is not. | 
Sola. The Villain Few with Outcrics rais'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſano's Ship. 

Sal. He comes tos late, the Ship was under Sail; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand 

That in a Gondalo were ſeen together 

Lorenzo and his Amorous Feffica: 

Betides, Anthonio certify'd the Duke 

They were not with Baſſanio in his Ship. 

Sola I never heard a Paſſion fo contu,'d, 

So ſtrange, outrageous, and ſo variable, 

As the Dog Few did utter in the Street 

My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter! 

Fled with a Chriſtian ? O my Chriſtian Ducats! 

_ Juſtice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter! 

A ſealed Bag, two ſealed Bags of Ducats, 

Of double Ducats, ſtoln from me by my Daughter. 
And Jewels, two rich and precious Stones, 

Stoln by my Daughter; Juſtice! find the Girl ; 

She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Sal. Why all the Boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 

Sola. Let good Anthonio he keep his Day, 
Or he ſhall pay for this. Re | 
- © Sal: well remembred, 

1 reaſon d with a Frenchman yeſterday, 

Who told me, in the narrow Seas that part 
The French and Ergliſh, there miſcarried 

A Vellel of our Country richly fraught; 
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I thought upon Anthonro when he told me, 
And wiſh'd in Silence that it were not his. 
| Sola, You were beſt to * you hear, 


vet do not ſuddenly, for it may 
Sal. A kinder Gentleman — 


I ſaw Baſſauis and Ant hanio part. 
Baſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 
Ot his return: He anſwered, do not fo, 
Slubber not Buſineſs for my lake, Baſſamo, 
| But ſtay the very riping of the time. 
And for the Few's Bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of Love; 
ge merry, and employ your chiefeſt thoughts 
To Courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of Love 
As ſhall conveniently become you there; 
And even there, his Eye being big with Tears, 
Turning his Face, he put his Hand behind. him } 
And with Affection wondrous ſenſible 
He wrung Baſſanio's Hand, and fo they parted. 
Sola. I think he only loves the World — bim. 
I pray thee let us go and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced Heavineſs 
Wich ſome Deli ht or other, the EE 
Sal. Do we C Exeun. 


SCENE V. Belmont, 


Enter Neriſla and a Servant. = 
Ner. Quick, uick. I thee, draw the Curtain ſtraight, 
The Prince of rigs ol ta en his Oath, 
And comes to his Election preſently. 
Enter Arragon, his Train, Portia, Flor. Cornets, Th 
Caskets are diſcover l. 
For. Behold there ſtand the Caskets, noble Prince, 
If yeu chuſe that wherein I am contain'd, 
Srraight ſhall our Nuptial Rights be folemniz'd: 
But if you fail, without more Speech, my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. 
Ar. I am enjoin'd by Oath to obſerve . hinges 
Firſt, never to unfold to any one 
Which Casket 'twas I choſe ; next, if I fail 


Hes = of 


— 
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Of the right Casket, never in my Life 

To woo a Maid in way of Marriage: 

Laſtly, if I do fail in fortune of my Choice, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 

Por. To the InjunQions every one doth ſwear 

That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 

Ar. And fo have I addreft me, Fortune now _ 
To my Heart's Hope; Gold, Silver and baſe Lead. 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
You ſhall look fairer ere I give or hazard. 

What ſays the Golden Cheſt? ha let me fee; 

Pho chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſire. 

What many Men defire— that Many, may be meant 

Zy the fool Multitude that chuſe by Show 
Nor learning more than the fond Eye doth teach, 


Which pry es not to th Interior; but like the Martlet ; 


Builds in the Weather on the outward Wall, 
Even in the Force and Road of Caſualty, 

1 will net chuſe what many Men defire, 
"Becauſe I will not jump with common Spirits, 

And rank me with the barbarous Multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou filver Treaſure-houſe, 

Tell me once more, what Title thou doſt bear; 
IAho chuſeth me. ſhall get as much as he deſerves; 
And well ſaid too, for who ſhall go about 

To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable | 

Without the _ of Merit? let none preſume 

To wear an undeſerved Dignity: 

O that Eſtates, Degrees, and Offices, 

| Were not deriy'd carruptly, and that clear Honour 

Were purchaſt by the Merit of the Wearer! 

How many then ſhould cover that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded that Command? 

How much low Peaſantry would then be gleaned 


From the true Seed of Honour? And how much Honour 


Pickt from the Chaft and Ruin of the Times, 

To be new yarniſh'd? Well, but to my Choice: 
Alo chuſeth me ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
I will aſſume Deſert; give me a Key for this, 

And iaftantly unlock my Fortunes here. 
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Por. Too long a Pauſe for that which you find there. 
[ Unlocking "the ſilver Cakes. 
Ar. What's here! the Portrait of a blinking — | 
8 me a Schedule? I will read it: 
How much unlike art thou to Portia? | 
How much unlike m Hopes and my Deſervings? 55 
Who chuſeth me have as much as he deſerves? 


Did I deſerve no more than a Fool's Head? 
Is that my Prize ? Are my Deſerts no better? 


For. To offend and judge are * — 


And of oppoſed Natures. | 


Ay. What is here? 


The Fire oven times tried this, 
Seven times tried that Fudgment is 
That did never chuſe amiſs. 
Some there be that Shadow: kiſs, 
Such have but a Shadow'd Bliſs: 
There be Fools alive, I wis, | 
Silver d v er; and ſo was thit: ä 
Tate what Wife you will to bed, 
I will ever be your Head: 
So be gone Sir, you are ſped. 


Ar. Still more Fool I ſhall appear 
By the time I linger here: 


With one Fool's Head I came to woo, 


But 1 go away with two. | 
Sweet adieu. I'll keep my Oath, ö 238 
Patiently to bear my Wroth. [Exit 


For. Thus hath the Candle ſing'd the Moth: 


0 theſe deliberate Fools! when they do chuſe, 


They have the Wiſdom by their Wit to loſe. 
Ner. The ancient Saying is no Hereſy, 


Hanging and w—_— w_ by Deſtiny. 


Por. Come, draw the Curtain, Neriſſa. 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Where is my Lady? 
For. Here, what would my Lord = 


7; Serv; 
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Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your Gate 
Ay r one that — = 

To th' g of his Lor 
; Lia pr Ao he — ingeth Jenkble Regreets; 1 
To wit, beſides Commends and courteous Breath, 
Gifts of rich Value; yet I have not ſeen | 
So _— an Ambaſſador of Love. 
A Day in April never came fo ſweet, 
To ſhow how coſtly Summer was at Hand, 
As this Fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord. 
Tor. No more I pray thee; I am half afeard 
Thou wilt ſay anon, he is ſome kin to thee, 
Thou ſpend'ſt ſuch high- day Wit in praiſing him: 
Come, come, Nerifſa, for I long to ſee 
G_ ck Cupid's Pots that comes lo mannerly. 


Ner. Baſſanis, Lord Love, if thy Will it be. ¶ Exeuni: 


ACT IM. SCENE L 
8 C E N E Venice. 


| Buter Salanio and Sclarine. 


Fol. ow. what News on the Ry 

Sal. Why yet it lives. there 2 that th 
| thonio bath a Ship of rich Lading wrackt on the narrow 
Seas; the Goodwins, I think, they call the Place; a ry 
rous Flat, and fatal, where the Careaſſes of many 


tall Ship lye bury'd, as they fay, if my Gollip's Roper? be 


an honeſt Woman of her 
Solg. u a Goſſip in that, as erer 
believe ſhe wept for 


knapt Ginger, or made her 
Death of t it is true, without any 


5 ode pode hg oe hes - (= | 
Slips of Pro Eats he bone ae Way of T 
3 N good Arch nd 
had a Title good eno h to Name 2 y! 
8 che full e 


— —_ -_—— 


half a Milkon, 1 
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Sela. Ha, wyhat fay'ſt thou? Why the end is, he hath 
loſt a Ship. 
Sal. | would it might prove the end of his Loſſ:s. 


Sola. Let me ſay Amen betimes, leaſt the Devil croſs my yy 


Prayer; for here he comes in the likeneſs of a Few. How: 
now Shylock, what News among the. Merchants? 
Enter Shylock. 


Shy. You knew, none ſo well, none ſo well as you, of 
my Daughter's Flight. | 


Sal, That's certain; 1 for my part knew the Taylor- | 


that made the Wings ſhe flzw withal. 


Sola. And Shylock for his own part knew the Bird was- 


fledg d, and then it is the OY of them all to leave 
the Dam. 
Shy. She is damn d for it. 
Sal. That's certain, if the Devil may be her Judge. 
Shy. My own Fleſh and Blood to rebel! = 


Sola, Out upon it, old Carrion, Rebels it at theſe times? 5 


3 I ſay, my Daughter is my Fleſh and Blood. 


Sal. There is more Difference betwees thy Fleſh and 


hers, than between Jet and Ivory; more between 


Bloods, than there is berween Wins and Rau But 
tell us, do you hear whether Anthonio have had any loſs 


at Sea or no? | 
Shy. There I have another bad Match; a Bankrupt, a 


Prodigal, who dares ſcarce ſhew his Head on the — 


! that us d to come fo ſmug upon the Mart; let 


1 to his Bond; he was wont to call me Uſurer; let 
him look to his Bond; he was wont to lend Mony for a- 


Chriſtian Courteſie; let him look. to his Bond. 


Sal. Why 1 am fare if he forfeit, thou wilt not rake 


his Fleſh: What's that 
Shy. TobaitFiſh 
feed my Revenge; 


for ? 


ſcorn d my Nation, thwarted my Bargains, cool'd my 


Friends, heated mine Enemies; and what's the Reaſon ?I am - 
a Few: Hath nota FewEyes? hath not a Few Hands, Organs, 
* Dimenſions, Senſes, Affections, Paſſions? Fed with the 
fame Food, burt with * Weapons, — 

8 +. 8 | 1 « 


If it will feed nothing elſe, it will 
he hath diſpgrac'd me, and hindred me 
2ught at my Loſſes, mockt at my Gains, 


: 
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ſame Diſeaſes, heal'd_ by the ſame Means, warm'd and 


cool'd by the fame Winter and Summer as a Chriſtian is? 


If you prick us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do 


we not laugh? if you poiſon us, do we not die? and if 
you wrong us, ſhall we not revenge? if we are like you 
in the reſt, we will reſemble you in that. If a Few wron 


a Chriſtian, what is his Humility ? Revenge. If a Chriſti- 


an wrong a Few, what ſhould his Sufferance be by a 
Chriſtian Example? Why Revenge. The Villany you 
teach me] will execute, and it ſhall go hard but 1 will 
better the Inſtruction. 


Enter a Servant from Anthonio. 
Ser. Gentlemen, my Maſter Authonio is at his Houſe, and 


deſires to ſpeak with you both. 


Sal. We have been up and down to ſeek him. 
„ Enter Tuball. 9 5 ; 
Sola. Here comes another of the Tribe; a third cannot be 


match d, unleſs the Devil himſelf turn Few. 
DE, 3 [ Exerunt Sala. and Solar. 
Shy. How now Twball, what News from Genoua? Haſt 

thou found my Daughter? V * 

Tub. 1 often came where 1 did hear of her, but cannot 


find her. Wo 
Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a Diamond gone 
coſt me two thouſand Ducats in Frankfort! the Curſe ne- 


ver fell upon Gur Nation till now, I never felt it till now; 


two thouſand Ducats in that, and other precious, precious 


” Jewels! I would my Daughter were dead at my Foot, and the 


jewc!s in her Ear; would ſhe were hearſt at my Foot, 
and the Ducats in her Coffin; No News of them; why 
io? and I know not how much is ſpent in the Search: why 
then Loſs upon Loſs, the Thief gone with ſo much, and 
ſo much to find the Thief, and no Satisfaction, no Re- 


venge, nor no ill Luck ſtirring, but what lights o my 
Shoulders, no Sighs but o my breathing, no Tears but o 
my ſhedding. | | | Z _ 
Tub. Yea, other Men have ill Luck too; Anthonio, as I 


heard in Genoua —— | 
Shy. What, what, il! Luck, ill Luck? 
Tub. Hath an Argoſie caſtaway, coming from 9 


r fr a=  TFH—_ * 
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Shy. I thank God, 1 thank God; is it true? is it 


true? 


Tub. I ſpoke with ſome of the Sailors that eſcap'd the 


Wrack | | | 


Shy. I thank thee good Tuball; good News, good 


| News; ha, ha, where? in Genoua? 


Tub. Your Daughter ſpent in Genoua, as I heard, one 


Night fourſcore Ducats. 


Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt a Dagger in me; 1 ſhall never ſce my 


Sold again; fourſcore Ducats at a Sitting, fourſcore Du- 


cats! | ny 4 | 
Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's Creditors in my 
Company to Venice, that ſwear he cannot chuſe but 
break. | „ : 
Shy. I am glad of it, III plague him, I'll torture him; 


Is am glad of it. 


Tub. One of them ſhew'd me a Ring that he had of 


your Daughter for a Monky. „„ 3 . 
Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me, Tuball; it was 


my Turquoiſe, I had it of Leath when I was a Batchelor; 


1 would not have given it for a Wilderneſs of Monkies. 


Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true; go, Tuball, fee 
me an Officer, beſpeak him a Fortnight before, I will 
have the Heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of 
Venice, I can make what Merchandize I will: Go Tuball, 
and meet me at our Synagogue; go, good Tuball; at 
our Synagogue, Twball. : ns 


SCENE It. © Belnd. 


Enter Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendants. 
e The Caskets are ſet out. 
Por. I ou tarry, pauſe a Day or two 
Before 4 bon bo in chuſing _— 4 
I loſe your Company; therefore forbear a while, 
There's ſomething tells me, but it is not Love, 
I would not loſe you, and you know your ſelf, 
Hate counſels not in ſuch a Quality. 
But leſt you ſhould not underſtand me well, 3 
eee And 
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And yet a Maiden hath no Tongue but Thought, 
I would detain you here ſome Month or two, 
Be fore you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chuſe right, but then I am forſworn; 
So will I never be, ſo may you miſs me; 
But if you do, you'll make me wiſh a Sin, . 
That I had been forſworn.- Befhrew your Eyes, 
They have o'er-look'd me, and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, the other half | 
Mine own, I would ſay: But firft mine, then yours; 
And io all yours. O theſe naughty Times 
Put Bars between the Owners and their Rights: 
And ſo tho' yours, not yours; prove it ſo, 
Let Fortune go to Hell for it, not I. 
I fpeak too long, but tis to pecce the Time, 
Lo eche it, and to draw it out in Length, 
To ftay you from Election. 8 
Baſſ. Let me chuſe: 
For as I am 1 live upon the Rack. 3 
Por. Upon the Rack, Baſſanio ? then confeſs 
What Treaſon is there mingled with your Love. 
. Baſſ None but that ugly Treaſon of Miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my Love: 
There may as well be Amity and Life, 
*Tween Snow and Fire, as Treaſon and my Love. 
For. Ay, but I fear you ſpeak upon the Rack, 
Where Men enforced do ſpeak any thing. 
Bafſ. Promiſe me Life, and I'll confefs the Truth. 
Por. Well then, confeſs and liye. 
„„ 
Had been the very Sum of my Confeſſion. 
O happy Torment, when my Torturer 
Doth teach me Anſwers for Deliverance! 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caikets. 
For. Away then, I am lockt in one of them; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. 
Neriſſa and the reſt, ſtand all aloof, 
Let Muſick found while he doth make his Choice; 
Then if he loſe, he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fading in Mulick- That the Compariſon 


May 


And what is Muſick then? Then Muſick is 
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May ſtand more proper, my Eye ſhall be the Stream 
And watry Death-bed for L Ne may win, 


Even as the Flouriſh, when true Subjects bow 
To a new crowned Monarch: Such it is, 

As are thoſe dulcet Sounds in break of Day, 

That creep into the dreaming Bridegroom's Ear, 
And ſummon him to Marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſs Preſence, but with much more Love 


Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 


The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 
To the Sea monſter: 1 ſtand for Sacrifice; 
The reſt aloof are the Dardanian Wives, 
With bleared Viſages come forth to view 
The Iſſue of th Exploit. Go Hercules, 
Live thou, I live; with much, much more Diſmay 
view the Fight, than thou that mak'it the Fray. 
A Song whilſt Baſſanio comments on the Cagkets is himſelf. 
| Tell me where is Fancy bred, 5 
Or in the Heart, or in the Head: 
_ How begot, how nouriſhed? 
I is engendred in the Eyes, 
_ With Gazing fed, and Fancy dies 
In the Cradle where it lyes: 
Let us all ring Fancy's Knell, 
II begin it. 
Ding, dong, Bell. 
by All. Dmg, dong, Bell. . 
Baſſ. Se may the outward Shows be leaſt themſelves. 
The World is fill deceiv'd with Ornament, 
In Law what Plea {o tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious Voice, 
Obſcures the Show of Evil? In Religion 
What damned Error, but ſome ſober Brow 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a Text, 
Hiding the Groſſneſs with fair Ornament? 
There is no Vice ſo ſimple, but aſſumes _ 
Some Mark of Virtue on his outward Parts; 
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How many Cowards, whoſe Hearts are all as falſe 
As Stairs of Sand, wear yet upon their Chins 
The Beards of Hercules and frowning Mars? 
Who inward ſearcht, have Livers white as Milk, 
And theſe aſſume but Valour's Excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on Beauty, 
And you ſhall ſee tis purchas'd by the Weight, 
Which therein works a Miracie in Nature, 
Making them lighteſt that wear moſt of it: 
So are thoſe criſped fnaky golden Locks 1 
Which makes ſuch wanton Gambols with the Wind 
V pon ſuppoſed Fairneſs, often known . 
To be the dowry of a ſecond Head; 
The Scull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus Ornament is but the gilded Shore 
To a moſt dangerous Sea; the beauteous Scarf 
Veiling an Indian Beauty; in a Word, 7 
The ſeeming Truth which cunning Times put on 
To entrap the Wiſeſt. Therefore, thou gaudy Gold, 
Hard Food for Midas, I will none of thee; 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common Drudge 
*T'ween Man and Man; but thou, thou meager Lead, 
Which rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe ought ; 
Thy Paleneſs moves me more than Eloquence, 
And here chuſe I, Joy be the Conſequence. 
Por. How all the other Paſſions fleet to Air, 
As doubtful Thoughts, and raſh embrac'd Deſpair, 
And ſhuddring Fear, and green-ey'd Jealoufic. 
O Love be moderate, allay thy Extaſie; 
In meaſure rain thy Joy, ſcant this Exceſs, 
I feel too much thy Bleſſing, make it leſs, : 
For fear 1 ſurfeie. [Opening the leaden Cack 
Baſſ. What find I here? : mM 
Fair Portia's Counterfeit? What Demy-God 
' Hath come fo near Creation? Move theſe Eyes? 
Or whether riding on the Balls of mine 
| Seem they in Motion? Here are ſever'd Lips 
Parted with Breath; ſo ſweet a Bar 
Should ſunder ſuch ſweet Friends: Here in her Hairs 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 
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A | mp Meſh t' intrap the Hearts of Men 
Faſter than Gnats in Cobwebs: But her Eyes, 
How could he ſee to do them? Having made one, 
Methinks it ſnould have Power to ſteal both his, 
And leave it ſelf unfiniſh'd: Yet look how fer 
The Subſtance of my Praiſe doth wrong this Shadow 
In underpriſing it; fo far this Shadow 5 
Doth limp behind the Subſtance. Here's the Scrowl, 
The Continent and Summary of my Fortune. 


You that chuſe wy the View, 
Chance as fair, and chuſe as true: 
Smce this Fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and ſeek no new. 

If you be well pleaſed with this, 
And hold your Fortune for your Bliſs, 
Turn you where your Lady is, 
And claim her with a loving Kiſs. 


” gentle Scrowl; Fair Lady, by your Leave, ¶ Kiſing her. 


I come by Note to give, and to receive, 


'T 
i. 
Vi 
" 


— — —— —— — — „ — — — — — — 
— — — ” — . — 2 — — — 4 — > ——— — 


Like one of two contending in a Prize, 


That thinks he hath done well in Peoples Eyes; 
Hearing Applauſe and univerſal Shout, -” 
 Giddy in Spirit, till gazing in a Doubt, 
Whether thoſe Pearls of Praiſe be his or no; 
So thrice fair Lady ſtand I even fo, 
As doubttul whether wha: I ſee be true, 

Vatil confirm'd, fign'd, ratify'd by you. 2 
Por. You ſee, my Lord Baſſanio, where I ſtand, 
Such as I am; tho for my ſelf alone, 1 Oo: 

I would not be ambitious in my Wiſh, 

To wiſh my ſelf much better; yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty Times my ſelf, 
A thouſind times more fair. ten thouſand Times 
More rich, that to ſtand high in your Account, 
I might in Virtues, Beauties, Livings, Friends, 
Exceed Account; but the full Sum of me 
Is Sum of nothing; which to term in groſs, 
s an unleſſon d Gul, unkchool'd, unpractis d: 


— —_ ᷣ 


- " — 2 a 5 — * 
5 * * —— — 
— . — — «c — ͤ ¶— 
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Which when you part 
Let it preſage the Ruin of your Love. 


Ba. With all my Heart fo thou canſt get a Wife. 


Tou lov'd; I Iod for Inter miſſion. 


Happy in this, the is not yet ſo old 
But ſhe may learn; happier then in this, 
She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn; 


_ Happieſt of all is, that her gentle Spiri 
| Commit its ſelf to yours FT be divetted, 

As from her Lord, her Governor, her King, 
My ſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 
1s now converted. But now I was the Lady 

Of this fair Manſion, Miſtreſs of my Servants, 


ueen o'er my ſelf; and even now, but now 


This Houſe, theſe Servarits, and this fame my {elf - 


Are yours my Lord, I give them with this Rin 
- y Foth, lofe, or give ey 


And be my Vantage to exclaim on you. 


|  Baſſ. Madam, you have bereft me of all Words, 
Only my Blood ſpeaks to you in my Veins, 
And there is ſuch Confuſion in my Powers, 4 


As after ſome Oration fairly ſpoke 


By a beloved Prince, there doth appear 


Among the buzzing pleaſed Multitude, 
Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of Joy 
Expreſt, and not expreſt; but when this Ring 


Parts from this ringer, then parts Life from hence; - 


© then be bold to Baſſanid's dead. 
Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time, 
That have ſtood by, and ſeen our Wiſhes proſper, 


To cry Good Joy, gocd Joy, my Lord and La iy: 


Gra. My Lord Baſſano, and my gentle Lady, 


1 wiſh you all the Joy that you can wiſh; 


For I am ſure you can wiſh none from me: 
And when your Honours mean to-ſolemnize 
| wa Bargain of your Faith, I do beſeech you + 
Even at that time | may be married too. 


Gra. I thank your har, you haye got me one, 
My Eyes, my Lord, can lock as ſwift as yours: 
You ſaw the Miftreſs. I beheld the Maid ; 
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No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you: | 
Your Fortune ſtood upon the Caskets * 

And ſo did mine too, as the Matter falls: 

For wooing Her, until I ſweat again, 

And ſwearing till my very Roof was dry, 
With Oaths of Love, at laft, if Promiſe 

I got a Promiſe of this fair one here, 

To have her Love, "a_ that your Fortune 

Atchiev'd her Miſtreſs. 

Por. Is this true, Neri 


Ner. Madam, it is ſo, fo you ſtand pleas'd withal, | 
Baſſ. And de you, Gratiano, mean good Faith? 
Gra. Yes Faith my Lord. 


Baſſ, Our Feaſt ſhall be much honoured i in your Mar: 
ri 


ia 
; We ll play with them, the firſt Boy for a thou- 
fand Ducats. 


Ner. What, and ſtake down? 


Gra. No, we ſhall ne er win at that Sport, and flake down; 5 
15 But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel? 


What, and my old Venetian Friend, Salanio? 

Ss Enter Lorenzo. Jcflica, and Salanio. 
'Baſſ Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither. 

If that the Youth of my new Intereſt here 
Have Power to bid you welcome. By your Leave 


I bid my very Friends and Country- men, 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 


Por. So do I, my Lord; they are intirely welcome, 
Tor. I thank your Honour: Ping my part, my Lord, 
My Purpoſe was not to have ſeen you here, 

But meeting with Salanio by the way, 
He did intreat me paſt all faying nay, 
To come with him along. 
Sal. I did my Lord, 
Ard 1 have — for it; Hr Anthonio | 
Commends him to you. 4 
Baſſ. Ere | ope his Letter, 15 
1 A ou tell me how my good Friend doth? | 
Not ſick. my Lord. nleſs it be in Mind: 
Ele well, unleſs in ” Mind: "His Letter there 5 
Will ſhew you his Eſtate, Baſſanio 


— — — — = 
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Baflanio opens the Letter. 
Gra. Neriſſa, cheer yond Stanger bid her welcome. 
Your Hand, Salanio; what's the News from Venice? 
How doth that Royal Merchant, good Anthonio? 
1 know he will be glad of our Succeſs:  * 
We are the Faſons, we have won the Fleece. 
Sal. I would you had won the Fleece that he hath loſt. 
For. There are ſome ſhrewd Contents in yond ſame Paper, 
That fteals the Colour from Baſſanio's Cheek: 
Some dear Friend dead, elſe nothing in the World 
Could turn ſo much the Conſtitution 
Of any conſtant Man. What, worſe and worſe! 
With Leave, Baſſanio, I am half your ſelf, 
And muſt freely have the half of any thing | 
_- this ſame Paper brings you. 
Baſſ. O ſweet Portia! 
Here are a few of the unpleaſant Words | 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 
When I did firſt im N 70 my Love to you, 
I freely told you, all the Wealth! had : 
Ran in my Veins. I was a Gentleman, | 
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady, 
i Rating my ſelf at nothing, you ſhall ſee | 
an How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My State was nothing, 1 ſhould then have told you, 
That | was worſe than nothing. For indeed 
I have engag'd my ſelf to a dear Friend; 
ap'd my Friend to his meer Enemy, | 7 
To feed my Means. Here is a Letter, Lady, 
The Paper as the Body of my Friend, 
And every Word in it a gap Wound, 
Iſſuing Life · blood. But 1s it true, Salanio? 
Have all his Ventures fail'd? What, not one hit 
From Tripol:s, from Mexico, from England, 
[ From Lisbon Barbary, and India? 
| And not one Veſſel *ſcape the dreadful Touch 
SE Of Merchant-marring Rocks? 
13 Sal. Not one, my Lord: 
Beſides, it ſhould appear, that if he had 
1 The preſent Mony to diſcharge the Jew, 
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He would not take it. Never did I know- 
A Creature that did bear the Shape of Man, | 
So keen and greedy to confound a Man. | 5 1 
He plies the Duke at Morning and at Night, | 
And doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 555 | 

If they deny him Juſtice. Twenty Merchants, | 

The Duke Limfelt and the Magnificoes | ; 

Of greateſt Port have all perſuaded with him, = 

But none can drive him from the envious Plea 3 

Of Forfeiture, of Juſtice, and his Bond. | 5 Fi 
Feſ. When I was with him, I have heard him ſwear. | 

To Tuball and to Chus his Country- men, 
That he would rather have Anthono's Fleſh, P 
Than twenty times the Value of the Sum 
That he did owe him; and I know, my Lord, = | 

If Law, Authority, and Power deny not, 

It will go hard with poor Anthomio. TS = 
Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus in Trouble? {| 
Baſſ. The deareſt Friend to me, the kindeſt Man, 1 

| be beſt condition d, and unweary'd Spirit — 

In doing Courteſies; and one in whom e 0 

The ancient Roman Honour more appears ; | 

Than any that draws Breath in Tay? i 
Por. What Sum owes he the Few? 

Baſſ. For me three thouſand Ducats. 

Por. What, no more? 8 

Pay him ſix thouſand, and deface the Bond; 

Double ſix thouſand, and then treble that, 

Before a Friend of this Deſcript ion 

Shall loſe a Hair — my * Fault. | | 

Firſt go with me to Church, and call me Wife, | im" 

And then away to Venice to your Friend: 8 

For never ſnall you lye by Portia's Side 

With an unquiet Soul. You ſhall have Gold 

To pay the petty Debt twenty times over. 

When it is paid. bring your true Friend along; 4 

My Maid Neriſſa, and my ſelf mean time, Fol 

Will live as Maids and Widows: Come away, — 

For you ſhall hence upon my Wedding day. Gn : 
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Bid your Friends welcome, ſhow 2 merry Cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend. 


— Baſſanio, my Ships have all miſcarry d, my. 


Creditors grow cruel, my Eſtate is very low, my 
Bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and ſince, in paying it, it is impoſ 


- _ ſible I ſhould live, all Debts are cleared between you and I, if 
J might ſee you at 2 Death; notwithſianding uſe your Plea- 


fare: if your Love 4 not perſuade you n come, let not my 
Letter. 


Ter- O Love! diſpatch all Buſineſs, and be gone. 
Ba ſſ. Since I have your good Leave to go away, 
1 will make hafte; but till I come again, 
No Bed ſhall e er be guilty of my Stay, 
Nor Reſt be Interpoler twixt us twaine. I Exeum. 


s. CEN E II. — 


1 Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the 1 
Shy. Goaler, look to him: Tell not me of Mercy. 
This is the- Fool that lends out Mony Gratis. . | 
 Goaler, look te him. 
Aut. Hear me yet, good 


Hock. 
Shy. I'll have my Bond; ſpeak not ogaiaft my Bond: 


1 have ſworm an Oath that I will have my Bond. 

Thou call dſt me Dog before thou hadſt a Cauic; 

But fince I am a Dog, beware my Fangs: 

The Duke ſhalt grant me Juſtice, I do wonder, 

Thou naughty Goaler, that thou art ſo fond 

To come Abroad with him at his Requeſt. 
Ant. I pray thee hear me ſpeak. 

Shy. III have my Bond: I will not hear thee ſpeak 

Tl have my Bond; and therefore ſpeak no more; 

I'll not be made a ſoft and dull-ey d Fool, = 

To ſhake the Head, relent, and ſigh and yield 

_ To Chriſtian Intercefſors. Follow not; 

Hl baye no ſpeaking; I will have my Bond. 


9 


[Exie Shylock: 
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Sola. It is the moſt impenetrable Cur | 


| That ever kept with Men. 


An. Let him alone, 
V1l follow him no more with bootleſs Prayers: 
He ſeeks my Life; his Reaſon well I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his Forfeitures 
Many that haye at times made Moan to me; 
Therefore he hates me. 


Sola. 1 am fure the Duke will egen this Fortei- . 


ture to hold. f 
Ant. The Duke cannot deny the Courſe of Law; 
For the Commodity that Strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be deny'd, 
Will much impeach the Juſtice of the State, 
Since that the Trade and Profit of the City 
Conſiſteth of all Nations. Therefore go, 
Theſe Griefs and Loſſes have fo bated me, 
That I ſhall hardly ſpare a Pound of Fleſh 
To Morrow to my bloody Creditor. 
Well, Goaler, on; — God Baſſanio come 


To ſce me pay his 3 and then I care not. [Exennt. 


Buer Portia ente 1 * and 4 Servant of 


| Portia . 


Lor. Madam, although I ſpeak it in your Preſence, 
You have a noble and a true Conceit 
Of God-like Amity, which appears moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thus the Abſence of your Lord: 
But if you knew to whom you ſhew this Honour, | 
How true a Gentleman you fend Relief to, 
How dear a Lover of my Lord, your Husband, 
I know you would be prouder 1 the Work, 
Than 9 Bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor ſhall not now; for in Companions 
That do converſe and waſte the Fime together, 
Whoſe Souls de bear an equal Yoke of Love, 
There muſt be needs a like Proportion | 


of 


188 The Merchant of V EXTCE.. 


Of Lineaments, of-Manners, and of Spirit; 
Which makes me think that this Authonio, 
Being the Boſom-lover of my Lord, 
Muſt needs be like my Lord. If it be ſo, 
Ho little is the Coſt I have beſtowed 
In purchaſing the Semblance of my Soul 
From out the State of Helliſh Cruelty. 
This comes too near the praiſing of my ſelf; 
Therefore no more of it; Here other things 
Lorenzo, I commit into your Hands, 
The Husbandry and Manage of my Houſe, 
Until my Lord's Return. For mine own part, 
I have toward Heay'n breath'd a ſecret Vow, 
To live in Prayer and Contemplation, | 
Only attended by Neriſſa here, 
Until her Husband and my Lord's return. 
There is a Monaſtery two Miles off, | 
And there we will abide. I do defire you 
Not to deny this Impolition, 
The which my Love and ſome Neceſſity 
Now lays upon you, 
Lor. Madam, with all my Heart, n 
\ I fhall obey you in all fair Commands. 
For. My People do already know my Mind, 
And will acknowledge you and Feſſica 
In place of Lord Baſſanis and my ſelf. 
So fare you well till we ſhall meet again. WE 
Lor. Fair Thoughts and happy Hours attend on you. 
Fe, I wiſh your. Ladyſhip all Heart's Content. 
Por. I thank you for your wiſh, and am well pleas'd 
To wiſhit back on you: Fare you well, Feſfica.[Ex ſeſ. & Lor. 
Now, Balthazar, as I have ever found thee honeſt, true, 
So ler me find thee ſtill: Take this fame Letter, 
And uſe thou all the Endeavour of a Man, 
In ſpeed to Mantua; ſee thou render this Eh 
Into my Couſin's Hand, Doctor Bellario, „„ 
And look what Notes and Garments he doth give thee, 


* 


Bring them, I pray thee, wich imagin d ſpeed 

Unto the Traject, to the Rn... 

Which trades to Venice: Waſte no time in Words, * 
| FG t 


ut 


| Which I denying, they fell 
I could not do with All: Then VI] repent, 
And with for all that, that I had not killd them! 


For we muſt meaſure Twenty Miles to Day. 
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But get thee gone; I ſhall be there before thee. 


Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient Speed. Exit 
Tor. Come on, Neriſſa, I have Work in hand 


That you yet know not of: We'll ſee our Husbands 
Before they think of us. . 


Ner. Shall they ſee us? | 3 
Por, They fhall, Neriſſa; but in ſuch a Habit, 


That they ſhall think we are accompliſhed | 
With what we lack. Vl! hold thee any Wager, 


When we are both Accoutred like young Men, 
I'Il prove the prettier Fellow of the two, 
And wear my Dagger with the braver Grace, 


And ſpeak between the Change of Man and Boy, 

With a reed Voice; and turn two mincing Steps 
Into a manly Stride, and ſpeak of Frays, 
Like a fine bragging Youih; and tell quaint Lies, 


How honourable Ladies * "y Love, 
ick and died. 


And twenty of theſe puny Lies Ill tell; 
That Men ſhall ſwear I have diſcontinued School 
Above a Twelye-month. I have within my Mind 


A thouſand raw Tricks of theſe 


bragging Jacks, 
Which 1 will practiſe. 5 Jac — 
Ner. Why, ſhall we turn to Men? 
Per. Fie, what a queſtion's that, 
If thou wert near a lewd Interpreter? | 
But come, [I'll tell thee all my whole Device 
When I am in my Coach, which ſtays for ns 
At the Park Gate; and therefore haſte away, 
: Euter Launcelot and Jeſſica, * 
Lau. Yes, truly: For look you, the Sins of the Father 
are to be laid upon the Children; therefore, I promiſe you, 


I fear you. I was always plain with you; and fo 5 1 


ſpeak my Agitation of the Matter: refore be of good 
cheer; for truly I think you are Damn d: There is but 


one hope in it that can do you any good, and that is but 
a kind of Baſtard- hope neither. Fu 
OI 7˙¹* 
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Feſ. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 

Lawn. Marry you may partly hope that your Fatker got 

you not, that you are not the Few's Daughter. 
Feſ. That were a kind of Baſtard-hope indeed; ſo the 

Sins of my Mother ſhould be viſited upon me. 


Lawn. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by Fa- 


- ther and Mother; Thus when you fhun Sylla, your Fa- 


ther, you fall into Charibdis, your Mother: Well, you are 


gone both ways. 3s LEY 
Fef. I ſhall be faved by my Husband; he hath made 
*me a Chriſtian. 


Laun. Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriſti. 


ans enough before, e en as many as could well live one 


by another: This making of Chriſtians will raiſe the Price 


ol Hogs; if we grow all to be Pork-eaters, we ſhall not 
| ſhortly have a Raſher on the Coals for Mony. 
Enter Lorenzo. | | 


1 Feſ PI! tell my Husband, Launcelot, what you ſay: 


Here he comes. 


Lor. 1 ſhall grow enn of you ſhortly, Lunau. i 
| 


you thus -get my Wife into Corners. 


| Feſ. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; 1 


I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no Mercy for me in 

Heav'n, becauſe I am a Few's Daughter: And he ſays, 
you are no good Member of the Commonwealth; for 
— 3 Jens to Chriftians, you raiſe the Price of 

Pork. 

Lor. I ſhall anfwer that better to the Commonwealth 
than you can the getting up of the Negro's Belly: The 
Moor is with Child by you. Launcelot. „ 
Laun. It is much that the Moor ſhould be more than 


Reaſon: But if ſhe be leſs than an honeſt Woman, ſhe is 


Indeed more than I took her for. | 
Lor. How every Fool can play upon the Word! I think 
the beſt Grace of Wit will ſhortly turn into Silence, and 
Diſcourſe grow commendable in none but Parrats. Go 
in, Sirrah, bd them prepare for Dianer. 8 
Tann. That is done, Sir; they have all Stomachs. 


Ler. Goodly Lord, what a Wit · ſnspper are you! Then 


bid them prepare Dinner. 


* 
- 99 
„ 
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Lawn. That is done too, Sir; only Cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? 

Lam. Not ſo, Sir, neither; I know my Duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion ! wilt thou 
ſhew the whole Wealth of thy Wit in an inſtant? I pray 
thee underſtand a plain Man in his plain Meaning: Go to 
thy fellows, bid them cover the Table, ſerve in the Meat, 


and we will come in to Dinner. 


Lawn. For the Table, Sir, it ſhall be ſery'd in; for the 
Meat, Sir, it ſhall be covered; for your coming in to Din- 
ner, Sir, why let it be a5 Humours and Conceits ſhall go- 
vern. [ Exit Laun. 

Lor. O dear Diſcretion, how his Words are ſuited! 
The Fool hath planted in his Memory 
An Army of good Words; and I do know 


A many Fools that ſtand in better place, | 
 Garniſh'd like him, that for a trickfie Word 


Defic the Matter: Hew cheer'ſt thou, _— 
And now, good Sweet, ſay thy Opinion, 


| How doſt thou like the Lond: Boſſanio $ Wife? 


Jeſ. Paſt all expreſſing: It is very meet 


The Lord Baſſanio live an upright Life. 


— having ſuch a Bleſſing in his Lady. 
8 oys of Heaven here on 

= if on Jo! he do not mean it, it 

Is reaſon he ſhould never come to Peay'n. 


Why, if two Gods ſhould play ſome heav'nly Match, 


And on the Wager lay two carthly Women, 
And Portia one, there muſt be ſomething elſe 
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude Ward - 
Hath not her Fellow. 

Lor. Even ſuch a Husband 


Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a Wife. 


Fei Nay, but uk my Opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon: Firſt let us go to Dinner, 
Feſ. Nay, let me praiſe you while | have a Stomack. 
Tor. No. pray thee, let it ſerve for Ta\le-talk; 


Then howſome'er thou ſpeak'ft, ous other things, 


{ ſhall digeſt ir. 3 
e wel, Tl ſet you Extunt. 
wy : * 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE Demice. 


Enter the Duke, the Senators, Anthonio, Baſſanio, and 
Gra:1ano. | 


"HAT, is Anthonio here? 
Ant. Ready. ſo pleaſe your Grace. 
Duke. I am ſorry for thee, thou art come to anſwer 
A ſtony Adverſary, an inhuman Wretch, 
Uncapable of Pity, void and empty 
From any dram of Mercy. 
Ent. I have heard 
Your Grace hath ta'en great Pains to qualifie 
His rigorous Courſe; but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawful Means can carry me 
Out of his Envy's reach, I do oppoſe 
My Patience to his Fury, and am arm'd 
Io ſuffer with a quietneſs of Spirit 
The very Tyranny and Rage of his. 
Duke. Go one 4 call the Few into the Court. 
Sal. He is ready at the Door: He comes, my Lord. 
Enter Shylock. 
Duke, Make room, and let him ſtand before cur Face, 
A lock, the World thinks, and I think fo too, 
t thou but lead'ſt this Faſhion of thy Malice 
To the laſt Hour of Act, and then tis thought 
Thou it ſhew thy Mercy and Remorſe more ſtrange | 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent Cruelty, 
Which is a Pound of this poor Merchant's Fleſh. 
Thou wilt not only loſe the Forfeiture, 
But touch'd with human Gentleneſs and Love, 
Forgive a Moiety ot the Principal, | 
Glancing an Eye of Pity on his Loſſes 
That have of late fo hudled on his back, 
Enough to preſs a Royal Merchant down, 
And pluck Com miſeration of his State 
From braſſy Boſoms, and rough Hearts of Flint, * 
From 


| Duke. \ 


ice. 


* 
From 


Some Men there are love not a gaping Pig, 
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From ſtubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 
To Okices of tender Courteſic. 


We all expect a gentle Anſwer, ew. 


Shy. 1 have pofleſs'd your Grace of what 1 purpoſe, . 
And by our holy Sabbath have I ſworn 


To have the Due and Forfeit of my Bond. 
If you deny it, let the Danger light 
Upon your Charter, and your City's Freedom. 


Foul uk me why I rather chuſe to have 


A weight of Carrion Fleſh, than to receive 
Three thouſand Ducats? Il not anſwer that. 

But ay it is my Humour, is it anſwered? 

What if my Houſe be troubled with a Rat, 

And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand Ducats 

To have it brain'd? What, are you anſw¾er d yet? 


Some that are mad, if they hehold a Cat, 
And others, when the Bag. pipe fings i th Noſe, 
Cannot contain their Urine for affection. 

Maſterleſs Paſſion ſways it to the mood 

Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your Anſwer, 
As there is no firm reaſon to be rendred 

Why he cannot abide a gaping Pig, 


why he a harmleſs neceflary Car, 


he a woollen | — 5 
Why yield to ſuch — Shame, | 


As to fend himſelf, being offended ; 
80 can I give no Reaſon, nor I will not, 


More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing | 
bear Anthonio, het [ follow thus 


A — 1 againſt him. Are you anſwered? 

This i is no Anſwer, thou unfeeling Man, | 
„ 
Shy. I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my Anſwer, 
Baſſ. Do all Men kill the thing they do not —— 
Shy. Hates any Man the thing he would not kill? 
Baſſ. Every Offence is not a Hate at firſt. 


Shy. What, — ave Serpent ing thee, 
twice? 


vol. 11. „ on 


You may as well go ſtan 
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Ant. 1 pray you think you queſtion with a Few. 
{ wyou the Beach. 


And bid the main Flood bate his uſual height, 


Or even as well uſe Queſtion with the Wolf, 


The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
You miy as well forbid the Mountain Pines 


When they are 


To wag their nigh Tops, and to make no noiſe 
retted with the guſts of Heav'n. 


You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 


As ſeek to ſoften that (than which what harder?) 


His Zewiſh Heart. Therefore I do beſeech you 
Make no more Offers, uſe no farther Means, 


But with all brief and plain convenien 


Let me have Judgment, and the Few his Will. 
Baſſ. For thy three thouſand Ducats here is Six. 
Shy. If every Ducat in Six thouſand Ducats 


Which, like your Aﬀes, and your 


Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat, 25 
I would not draw them, | would have my Bond. 
Duke. How ſhalt thou hope for Mercy, rendring none? 
Shy. What Judgment ſhall I dread, doing no Wrong? 
Tou have among you many a purchas'd Slave. 


Dogs and Mules, 


You uſe in abject and in flaviſh part, 


Becauſe you bought them. 


Be made as ſoft as yours, and let 


I ay to you, 


Let them be free, Marry them to your Heirs ? 
| Why ſweat they under Burdens? Let their Beds 


their Pallats 


Be ſeaſon d with ſuch Viands: You will anſwer, 


The Slaves are ours. So do I anſwer you. 


The Pound of Fleſh which 1 demand of him, 
Is dearly bought, tis mine, and I will have it. 


If you deny me, fie upon your Law, 


There is no force in the Decrees of Venice: 
I ſtand for Judgment; anſwer; ſhall I have it? 


Duke. Upon my Power I may 


© Unleſs Bellario, a Learned Dodtor, 


diſmits this Court, 


Whom I have ſent for to determine this, 


Come here to day. 


Sal. My Lord, here ſtays without 


A Meſſenger with Letters from the Doctor, 


New 


The Merchant of VENICE. 195 


New come from Padua. 2 
Duke. Bring us the Letters, call the Meſſengers. 
Baſſ. Good cheer, Anthonio; What Man, Courage yet: 
The Few ſhall have my Fleſh, Blood, Bones, and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt loſe for me one drop of Blood. 
Ant. I am a tainted Weather of the Flock, 
Meeteſt for Death: The weakeſt kind of Fruit 
Drops earlieſt to the Ground, ſo let me. 
You cannot better be employ'd, Baſſanio, 
Than to live ſtill, and write mine Epitaph. 
oo Enter Neriſſa dreſs'd like a Lawyers Clerk. 
Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both, | 5 
My Lord. Bellario | Grace. 
Baſſ. Why doſt thou whet thy Knife ſo earneſtly? 
Shy. To cut the Forfeit from that Bankrupt there. 
Gra. Not on thy foal, but on thy Soul, harſh Few, 
Thou mak'ſt thy Knife keen; but no Metal can, 
No, not the Hangman's Ax, bear half the keeuneſs 
Of thy ſharp Envy. Can no Prayers pierce thee? 
Shy. No, none that thou haſt Wit enough to make. 
| Gra, O be thou Damn'd, inexorable Dog, | 
And for thy Life let Juſtice be accus d. 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my Faith, 
To hold Opinion with Pythagoras, 
That Souls of Animals infuſe themſelves 
Into the Trunks of Men. Thy curriſh Spirit 
Govern'd a Wolf, who hang'd tor human Slaughter, 
Even from the Gallows did his fell Soul fleet, | 
And whil'ft thou layeſt in thy unhallowed Dam, 
Infus'd it ſelf in thee: for thy Deſires 
Are Wolfiſh, Bloody, Starv'd, and Ravenous. : 
Shy. *Till thou canſt rail the Seal from off my Bond 
Thou but offend ' ſt thy Lungs to ſpeak fo loud. 


, 


| Repair thy Wit, good Youth, or it will fall 

To endleſs Ruin. I ſtand here for Law. 
Duke. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 

A Young and Learned Doctor in our Court, 

—_— 
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Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your Anſwer, whether you'll admit him? 
Dube. With all my Heart. Some three or four of you 
Go, give him courteous Conduct to this place, 
Mean time the Court ſhall hear Bellario's Letter, 


V OUR Grace ſhall underſiand that at the receit of your 
Letter I am very Sick: But at the Inftant that your 
Meſſenger came, in loving Viſitation was _ me 4 
Doctor of Rome, his Name is Balthaſar: I acquainted him 
with the Cauſe in Controverſie, between the ew and Antho- 
nio the Merchant. We turn d o'er many Books together: He 
* ee, with my Opinion, which bettered with his own 
Learning, the greatneſs whereof I cannot enough commend, 
comes with him at my Importunity, to fill up your Grace's Re- 
' queſt in my ſtead. 1 beſeech you, let bis lack of Years be no 
impediment to let him lack a reverend Eſtimation: For I ne- 
ver kuew ſo young aiBody with 11 | 
to your gracious 3 e Trial etter publi 
4 hae: | end: Rh 


100. 


| Enter Portia, pra like a Doflor | of Cone, 8 
Duke. You hear the Learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And here, I take it, is the Doctor come: 
Give 7 hand. Came you from old —— 
Por. I did, my Lord. | 

Duke. You are welcome: Take your Place. 
Are you acquainted with the Difference, 
That holds this preſent Queſtion in the Court? 
Por. I am informed throughly of the Caſe. - 
Which is the Merchant here, and which the Few? 

| Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock, "= 

For. Is your Name Shylock? 

Shy. Shylock is my Name. 

Por. Of a ſtrange Nature is the Suit you follow, 

Vet in ſuch Rule, that the Venetian Law 


Cannot impugn 4 as you do proceed. 


Vou ſtand within his Danger, do not? Anthonio, 
Ant. Ay, ſo he fays. 4 [7h 


Por, Do you confeſs the Bond? 


bt, 
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Por. Then muſt the Few be merciſul. 


sy. On what Compulſion muſt 1? tell me that. 
For. The Quality of Mercy is not ſtrain d; 


It * as the gentle Rain from Heav'n 


Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſs d, 


Tt leet him that gives, and him that takes. 


'Tis Mightieſt in the Mightieſt, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better than his Crown: 
His Scepter ſhews the force of temporal Power, 
The Attribute to Awe and Majeſty, 

Wherein doth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings; 


But Mercy is above this ſceptred Sway, 


It is enthroned in the Hearts of Kings, 
It is an Attribute to God himſelf; 


And earthly Power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When Mercy ſeaſons 2 Therefore, Jew, 


Tho' Juſtice be thy Plea, conſider this, 
That in the courſe of Juſtice none of us 
Should ſee Salvation. We do pray for Mercy, 


And that ſame Prayer doth teach us all to render 


The Deeds of Mercy. I have ſpoke thus much 
” tr ate the Juſtice of thy Plea z 
if thou — this ri courſe af Venice 
Muſt oaks give Sentence gainſt the Merchant there. 
Shy. My Deeds upon my Head. I crave the Law, 


The Peaaley and Forfeit of my Bond. 


For. Is he not able to diſcharge the Mony? 
Baſſ. Yes, here I tender it tor him in the Court, 


Yea, twice the Sum; if that will not ſuffice, 


I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
On forfeit of my Hands, my Head, my Heart. 
If this will not ſuffice, it muſt appear 
That Malice bears down Truth. And I beſeech you. 
Wreſt once the Law to your Authority. 
To do a great Right, do a little Wrong, 
And curb this cruel Devil of his Will. 
Poy. It muſt not be, there is*no Power i in Fenice 
Can alter a Decree eſtabliſned. 
Twill be recorded for a Preſident, 


I 3 


— — — 
1 . — — 2 
* _ 


ur _—_— 9.4” En 


— - —— — — ͤ 8 — 
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And many an Error by the ſame Example 
Will ruſh into the State. It cannot be. 1 
Shy. A Daniel come to Judgment, yea, a Daniel. 
O wiſe young Judge, how do I honour thee ! 
Tor. I pray you let me look upon the Bond, 
Shi. Here tis, moſt Reverend Doctor, here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy Mony offer 'd thee. 


Shy. An Oath, an Oath, I have an Oath in Heavn. 


Shall I lay Perjury upon my Soul? 
No, not for Venice. $0 


Por. Why, this Bond is forfeit, 


And law fully by this the Few may claim 


A Pound ot Fleſh, to be by him cut off 


Neareſt the Merchant's Heart. Be merciful, 80 
Take thrice thy Mony, bid me tear the Bond. 


Sby. When it is paid according to the Tenure. 


It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
| You know the Law, your Expolition - | 
Hath been moſt ſound. I charge you by the Law, 
 Whereof you are a well-deſerving Pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my Soul I ſwear, 
There is no Power in the Tongue of Man 
To alter me. I flay here on 3 Bond. 


Ant. Moſt heartily I do bt 
To give the Judgment. 

For. Why then thus it is 1967 
You muſt prepare your Boſom for his Knife. 
Shy. O noble Judge! O excellent young Man! 

Por. For the intent and purpole of the Law 
Hath full relation to the Penalty, | 


ech the Court 


Which here appeareth due upon'the Bond. 1 e 
Shy. Tis very true. O wiſe and upright judge, 


How much more elder art thou than thy Looks! 
Por. Therefore lay bare your Boſom. . 
Shy. Ay his Breaſt, 

So lays the Bond, doth it not, noble judge? 

Neareſt his Heart, thoſe are the very words, 


4 
A . 


— 


For. It is ſo. Are there Ballances here to weigh the 


Shy. 1 have them ready. 


[Fleſh# 


Por. 


2 


Twere good you do fo much for Charity. 


For herein Fortune ſhews her ſelf more kind 
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Por. Have by ſome Surgeon, Shylock, on your Charge, . 
To ſtop his Wounds, leſt he ſhould bleed to Death. 
Shy. It is not nominated in the Bond. 


Por. It is not ſo expreſs d; but what of that ? 


Sky. 1 cannot find it, tis not in the Bond. | 
Por. Come. Merchant, have you any thing to ſay? 
Ant. But little: I am arm'd and well prepar'd. 
Givg me your Hand, Baſſanio, fare you well. 
Grieve not that 1 am fall'n to this tor you: 


Than is her Cuſtom, Ir is ſtill her uſe . 
To let the wretched Man out-live his Wealth, 
To view with hollow Eye and wrinkled Brow 


An Age of Poverty. From which 1 Penance | 


Of ſuch a Miſcry, doth ſhe cur me o 
Commend me to your Honourable Wife; 


— * a. 


Which is as dear to me as Life it ſelf; 


© But Life it ſelf, my Wife, and all the World, 
Are not with me eſteem d above thy Life. 


I would loſe all, I'd ſacriſice them all 
Here to this Devil, to-deliver you. 3 
Por. Your Wife would give you little thanks for that, 


If ſhe were by to hear you make the. Offer. 


Gra. I have a Wife whom I proteſt ] love, 
I would ſhe were in Heay'n, ſo ſhe could 


| Intreat ſome Power te change this curriſh Few. 


Ner. Tis well you offer it behind ber Back, 


The Wiſh would make clfe an unquiet Houſe, 


Sby. Theſe be the Chriſtian Husbands, I have a Davghter, 


Would any of the Stock of Barrabas 


14 Had. 


2 — 


Jenn 


3 — 
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Had been her Husband, rather than a Chriſtian. [4ſde. 


We trifle time, I pray thee purſue Sentence. 


Por. A Pound of that ſame Merchant's Fleſh is thine, 
The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it. 

Shy, Moſt righrful Judge. 
Por. And you muſt cut this Fleſh from off his Breaſt, 


The Law allows it, and the Court awards it. 


Shy. Moſt learned Judge, a Sentence, come prepare. 

For. Tarry a little, there is ſomething elſe. 
This Bond doth give thee here ho jot of Blood, 
The words expreſly are a Pound of Fleſh, 
Then rake thy Bond, take thou thy Pound of Fleſh; 
But in the cutting it, if thou doſt ſhed 


One drop of Chriſtian Blood, thy Lands and Goods 
Are by the Laws of Venice Confilcate 


Vato the State of Venice. 
Gra. O upright Judge! 


Mark Few, O learned judge! 


Shy. Is that the Law? 
For. Thy ſelf ſhalt fee the Act: 


e mold e he afurd 


: Foe as LULL igt J., 2 2 | 
Thou ſhalt have Juſtice, more than thou deſireſt. 


a learned Judge 


Gra. O learned Judge! Mark Few, 
Juige then, pay the Bond thrice, 


Shy. I take this 


And let the Chriſtian go. 


Baſſ. nei | 
Por. Hoy A OR WP. no late, 


He ſhall have nothing but the Penal 


Gra. O Few! an t 1 Judge! 
Por. * — 1 cut off the Fleſh, 


Shed thou no Blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 
But juſt a Pound of Fleſh: If thou tak ſt more 


Or leſs than a juſt Pound, be it fo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the Subſtance, 
Or the Diviſion of the 32 part 


Of one Sctuple; nay, if the Scale do turn 
But in the eſtimation of a Hair, 


Thou dieſt, and all thy Goods are confiſcate. 
Gra. A ſecond Daniel, 2 Daniel, Tew. 


: Nou, Infidel, I have thee on the Hip. 
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Por. Why doth the Few pauſe? Take thy Forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my Principal, and let me go. 
Baſſ. I have it ready for thee; here it is. 
Por. He hath refus d it in the open Court; 
He ſhall have meerly Juſtice and his Bond. 
Gra. A Daniel ſtill {ay I. a ſecond Daniel. 
I thank thee, Few, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall I not have barely my Principal ? Fo 
Por. Thou ſhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture, 
To be ſo taken at thy Peril, Few. WY 
Shy. Why then the Devil give him good of it: 
I'll tay no longer queſtion. | 
Por. Tarry, Few, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the Laws of Venice, | 


Ifk it be prov d againſt an Alien, 


That by direct, or indirect Attempts, 

He ſeek the Life of any Citizen, 3 
The Party gainſt the which he doth contrive, 
Shall ſeize on half his Goods, the other half 


Comes to the privy Coffer of the State, 


And the Offender's Life lyes in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, gainſt all other Voice; 
In which Predicament I ſay thou ſtand'ſt: 
For it appears by manifeſt Proceeding, 
That indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou haſt contriv'd againft the very Lite 
Of the Defendant; and thou haſt incurr d 
The Danger formerly by me rehears d. 
Down therefore, and beg Mercy of the Duke. 
Gra. Beg that thou may'ſt have leave to hang thy ſelf; 
And yet thy Wealth being forfeit to the State, 5 
Thou haſt not left the value of a Cord. . 
Therefore thou muſt be hang d at the State's Charge. 
Duke. That thou ſhalt fee the difference of our Spirit, 
1 pardon thee thy Life before thou ask it: 
For half thy Wealth, it is Anthonio's; : 
The other half comes to the general State, 
Which humbleneis may drive uato a Fine. 
For. Ay, for the State, not for Aubenio. 1 
St Is | Shy * 
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Shy. Nay, take my Life and all, pardon not that. 
You take my Houſe when you do take the Pro 
That doth ſuftain my Houſe: You take my Lite 
When you do take the means whereby | live. 
For What Mercy can you render him, Anthonis? 
Gra. A Halter gratis, nothing elſe, for God's ſake. 
Ant. So pleaſe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the Fine for one half of his Goods, 55 
I am content. ſo he will let me have 
The other half in uſe, to render it 
Upon his Death, unto the Gentleman 
That lately ſtole his Daughter. - 
Two things provided more, that for this Fayour 
He preſently become a Chriſtian ; 
The other, that he do record a Gift 
Here in the Court of all he dies poſſeſs d 
Vnto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter. 
Duke. He ſhall do this, or elſe I do recant 
The Pardon that I late pronounced here. . 
Peor. Art thou contented, Few? What doſt thou ſay? 
Shy. I am content. | 33 
Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of Gift. 
Sg. 1 pray you give me leave to go from hence; 
1 am not well; ſend the Deed after me, N 
And I will ſign it. 
Duke. Get thee gone, but do it. „ 
Gra. In Chriſt'ning thou ſhalt have two Godfathers, 
Had I been Judge, thou ſhould'ſt have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. 
2 5 [Exit Shylock.. 
Duke. Sir, I intreat you with me home to Dinner. 
Por. I humbly do deſire your Grace of Pardon; 
I muſt away this Night toward Padua, | 
And it is meet I preſently ſet forth. 
Due. | am ſorry that your leiſure ſerves you not. 
Anthonio, gratifie this Gentleman,; 
For in my mind you are much bound to him, . 
| OO 1+, [Exit Duke and his Train. 
Baſſ. Moſt worthy Gentleman! Land my Friend 
Have by your Wiſdom been this Day acquitted: 


01 
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Of grievous Penalties, in lieu whereof 

Three thouſand Ducats, due unto the ew, 

We freely cope your courteous Pains withal. 
Ant. And ſtand indebted over and above 


In Love and Service to yeu evermore. 


Por. He is well paid that is well ſatisfied, 
And I delivering you, am fatisfied, 


And therein do account my ſelf well paids 


My Mind was never yet more merceuary. 


I pray you know me when we meet again, 


I wiſh you. well, and ſo I take my leave, 
Baſſ. Dear Sir, of force I muſt attempt you further. . 


Take ſome Remembrance of us as a Tribute, 


Not as a Fee: Grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 
Poy. You preſs me far, and therefore I will yield. 


Give me your Gloves, In wear them for your fake, 


And for your Love Fl take this Ring from you. 
Do not draw back your Hand, Ill take no _, . i 
And you in love ſhall not deny me this. 
 Baſſ This Ring, good Sir, alas it is a Trifle; 
I will not ſhame my {elf to give you this. 

For. I will have nothing elſe but only this, 
And now methinks L have a mind te it. 


Baſſ. There's mere depends on this than on the Ws 


The deareſt Ring in Venice will I give you, 


And find it out by Proclamation; 
Only for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por. I ſee, Sir, you are liberal in Oſſers; 


Lou taught me firſt to beg, and now, methinks, 


You teach me haw a Beggar ſhould be anſwer 0. 
Baſſ. Good Sir, this Ring was given me by my Wife; 


And when ſhe put it on, the made me vow 
That I ſhould neither ſell, nor give, nor loſe it. 


Por. That ſcuſe ſerves many Men to ſave their Gifts 4 


And if your Wife be not a mad Woman, 


And know how well 1 have defery'd this Ring, 
She wou'd not hold out Enmity for eyer 


Por giving it to me. Well, Peace be with you: | [Exir, 


Anh, 


— — . 
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— — A r — 


204 The Merchant of VE NIE. 
Auth. My Lord Baſſanio, let him have the Ring. 


Let his De ervings, and my Love withal, N 
Be valu'd againſt your Wife's Commandment. 


Baſſ. Go, Gratians, run and overtake him, 
Give him the Ring, and bring him, if thou canſt, 
Unte Anthonio's Houſe: Away, make haſte. [Exit Gra. 
Come, you and I will thither preſently, 5 
And in the Morning early will we both 


: " toward Belmont; come, Anthonio. Lua. 


iter Portia and Neriſſa. 
ber. Enquire the Few's Houſe out, give him this Deed, 


And let him fign it; we'll away to Night, 
And be a day before our Husbands home: 


This Deed will be well welcome to Toren xo. 
Enter Gratiano. 


Stra. Fair Sir, you are well oerta'en: 


My Lord Baſſanio, upon more advice, 
Hath ſent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 


Your Company at Dinner. 


Por. That cannot be. 
His Ring do I accept moſt chankfully, 


And ſo I pray you tell him: Furthermore, 


I pray you ſhew my Youth old Shylock's _—_ 
Gra. That will I * 
Ner. Sir, I would ſpeak with you. 

IU ſee if I can get my Husband's Ring, 


Which I did make him ſwear to keep for ever. 


For. Thou may'ft, I warrant. We ſhall have old ſwearing, 
That they did give the Rings away to Men; 
But we'll out- face them and out-ſwear them too: 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ft where I will tarry. 
Ner. Come, good Sir, will uu ſkew me to this Houſe? 
[ Exeunt. 


Y 
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ACT v. SCENE I 
: S CEN E Belmont. 
Enter Lorenzo and jeſſica. 


Ter. T HE Moon ſhines bright. In ſuch a Night as this, 
When the ſweet Wind did gently kiſs the Trees, 


And they did make no noiſe, in ſuch a Night, 
 Troylns methinks mounted the Trojan Wall 


And figh'd his Soul toward the Grecian Tents, 
Where Creſſed lay that Night. 

Feſ. In ſuch a Night, | 
Did Thisby fearfully o er- trip the Dew, 


And faw the Lion? s Shadow cer himſelf, 
And ran diſmay'd away. 


Lor. In ſuch a Night, | 
Stood Dide with a Willow in her Hand 
Upon the wild Sea-banks, and watt her Love 
To come again to Carthage, 

Feſ. In ſuch a Night, 

Medea gather d the Inchanted Herbs 
That did renew old ſon. | 
Lor. In ſuch a Night, 


-—— 


Did Feſſica ſteal from the wealt 
And 7 an unthrift Love d: id by Jew, Fine, 
As far as Belmont. : 


Feſ. In ſuch a Ni | 
Did young Lorenzo . be loy'd her well, 
Stealing her Soul with many Vows of Faith, 


And neer a true one. 


WE In ſuch a Night, 
rf ey y Feſſica (like a little Shrew) 
nder her Love, and he forgave it ber. 
* I would out-night you, did no Body come: 


| But hark, 1 hear the — of a Man. 


Enter "Meſſenger 


Ls: Who comes ſo faſt, in ſence of the Night? 
Mef. A Friend. 


Loy: 


f 
1 
. 
| 
1 
* 


But go. we in I pray thee Feſſics, 


Such Harmony i is in immortal Souls ; 
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Lor. A Friend! What Friend? Your Name, I pray you 
Friend ? 3 GY 
Me. Stephano is my Name, ring = 
My Miſtreſs will before the break of Day 
Be here at Belmont: She doth ſtray about 
By holy Croſſes, where ſhe kneels and prays 


For happy Wedlock Hours. 


Lor. Who comes with her? 
| Meſ. None but a holy Hermit and her Maid. 
I pray you is my Maſter yet return d? 
Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him: 


And ceremoniouſly let us prepare 


| Some Welcome for the Miſtreſs of the Houſe. 


| Exter Launcelot. 
Lau. Sola, ſola; wo ha, ho, ola, ſola. 

Lor. Who calls? ; 

Laun. Sola, did you ſee Maſter Lorenzo and Mrs. Tons? 


Sola, ſola. 


Cor. Leave hollowing, Man: Here: 

 Laun. Sola, where? where? 
Lor. Here. | 
Lawn. Tell him, there's a Poſt come from my v Maſter, 


with his Horn full of good News; my Maſter will be 


here ere Morning. 

Lor. Sweet Love, let's in, and there expe their coming, 
And yet no matt:r: Why ſhould we go in? by es, 
My Friend Stephano, fignifie, I pray you, 

Within the Houſe, your Miſtreſs is at hand, 

And bring your Muſick forth into the Air. 
How ſweet the Moon-light ſleeps upon this Bank; 
Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of Muſick 
Creep in our Ears; ſoft Stilneſs, and the Night 
Become the touches of ſweet Harmony, 


Sit, Feffica look how the Floor of Heavn 


Is thick inlay'd with Patterns of bright Gold; 


There's not the ſmalleſt Orb which thou behold'ſt, ; 


But in his Motion like an Angel ſings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd Cherubims; 


Or any Air of Muſick touch their Ears, 
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But whilſt this muddy Veſture of Decay, | 
Doth groſly cloſe us in, we cannot hear it. 

Come hoe, and wake Diana with a Hymn, 


With ſweeteſt Touches pierce your Miſtreſs Ear, 
And draw her Home with Mufick, | | 


Feſ. 1 am never merry when I hear ſweet Muſick. 
| Muſick. „„ 
Lor. The Reaſon is, your Spirits are attentive; 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, 
Or Race of youthful and unhandled Colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot Condition of their Blood; hers 
If they but hear perchance a Trumpet ſound, - 
You ſhall perceive them make a mutual ſtand; 
Their ſavage Eyes turn d to a modeſt Gaze 
By the ſweet Power of Muſick. Therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orpheus drew Trees, Stones, and Floods, 
Since naught ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of Rage, 
Zut Muſick for the time doth change his Nature: 
The Man that hath no Muſick in himſelf, 
Nor is not mov'd with Concord of ſweet Sounds; 
Is fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils; 
The Motions of his Spirit are dull as Night, 
And his Affections dark. as Erebus: | 
Let no ſuch Man be truſted. Mark the Muſick. 
= | Enter Portia and Neriſſa. | 
Por. That Light we ſee is burning in my Hall: 
Hou far that little Candle throws his Beams; 
So ſhines a good Deed in a naughty World, | 
 Ner. When the Moon ſhone we did not ſee the Candle; 
Por. So doth the greater Glory dim the leſs; . | 
A Subſtitute ſhines brightly as a King 
Until a King be by ; and then his State 
Empties it ſelf, as doth an inland Brook 5 
Into the Main of Waters. Muſick, hark! [AM 
Ner. It is the Muſick, Madam, of your Houſe, 
For. Nothing is good, I ſee, without ReſpeR: 
Methinks it ſounds much ſweeter than by Day. 
Ner. Silence beſtows the Virtue on it, Madam. 


2 


We are no Tell-tales, Madam, A not. 
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Por. The Crow doth ſing as ſweet! y as the Lark, 
When neither is attended; and I thin 
The Nightingale, if ſhe ſhould ling by Day, 
When every Gooſe is cackling, would be * 
No better a Muſician than the Wren. 
How many things by Seaſon ſeaſon d are 
To their right Praiſe 1 true Perfection? 
Peace, how the Moon ſleeps with Endimion, 
And would not be awak d! 

Muſick ceaſes. 
Lor. That is the Voice. 


: Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 


Por. He knows me as the blind Man knows the Cuckow, 


By the bad Voice. 


Tor. Dear Lady, welcome Home. 
Por. We have been praying for our Husband's welfare, 


Which ſpeed, we hope, the er for cur Words, | 


Are they return d? 
Tor. Madam, they are not yet; 
But there is come a Meſſenger before. 
To ſignifie their coming. 

Por. Go in, Neriſſa, 


| Give Order to my Servants, that they uke 
No note at all of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, Feſſica nor you. 


A Tucket 
Loy. Your Husband ng | ine: his Trumpet: 


Por. This Night methinks is but the Day-light ſick; 
It looks a little paler; tis a Day, ES 
Sack as the Day is when the Sun is hid. | 
Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their Followers. 
| Baſſ. We ſhould hold Day with the Autipodes, 


5 If you would walk in Abſence of the Sun. 


Por. Let me give Light, but let me not be light ; 
For a light Wife doth make a heavy Husband, 


And never be Baſſanio ſo from me; 


But God ſort all: You are welcome home, my Lord. 
Baſſ. I thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend; 


To 


This is the Man, this is Anchonio, 
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To whom I am ſo infinitely bound. 
Por. You ſhould in all Senſe be much bound to him; 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our Houſe; 
It muſt appear in other ways than Words; 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing Courteſie. 
Gra. By yonder Moon I ſwear you do me wrong; 


In faith I gave it to the Judge's Clerk: [To Neriſſa. 
it for my Part, 5 


Would he were gelt that ha 
Since you do take it, Love, ſo much at Heart. 

Por. A Quarrel, hoe, already; what's the Matter? 

Gra. About a Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Poeſie was 
For all the World like Cutler's Poetry 
Upon a Knife; Love me, and leave me not. 
Ner. What talk you of the Poeſie or the Value? 
| You ſwore to me when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it till the Hour of Death, 

And that it ſhould lye with you in your Grave: 
Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 
| You ſhould have been reſpeRive, and have kept it. 
Gave it a Judge's Clerk! but well I know 
The Clerk will ne'er wear Hair on's Face that had it. 
| Gra. He will, and if he live to be a Man. 

Ner. If! if a Woman live to be a Man. WW" 
' Gra. Now by this Hand I gave it to a Youth, 
A kind of Boy, a little ſcrubbed Boy, | 

No higher than thy ſelf, the Jadge's Clerk, 

As prating Boy that begg d it as a Fee: 

I could not for my Heart deny it him. 
Por. You were to blame, I muſt be plain with you, 
To part fo lightly with your Wife's firſt Gift, bs 
A thing ſtuck on with Oaths upon your Finger, 
And fo riveted with Faith unto your Fleſh, 

I gave my Love a Ring, and made him ſwear 
Never to part with it; and here he ſtands, 

I dare be {worn to him, he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his Finger, for the Wealth 
That the World mafters. Now in Faith, Gratiano, 


_—_—_— «= = 
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Tou give your Wife too unkind a Cauſe of Grief; 
_ twyere to me I ſhould be mad ar it. 


Baſſ. Why 1 were beſt to cut my lett Hand off, 
And iwear 1 loſt the Ring defending it. 7 
Gra. My Lord Baſſanio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg d it, and indeed 


Deſerv'd it too; and then the Boy, his Clerk, 


That cook ſome Pains in Writing, be begg'd mine, 
And neither Man nor Mafter would take ought 


But the two Rings. 


Por. What Ring gave you, my Lord? 


Nor that, 1 hob which you receiv'd of me. 


Baſſ. If I could add a Lie unto a Fault, 


I would deny it; but you fee my Finger 


Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 
For. And even ſo void is your falſe Heart of Truth: 
By Heav'n, I will ne'er come into you — 


Until 1 fee the Ring. 


Ner. Nor I in yours, till 1 again ſee mine. 
Baſſ. Sweet Portia, 


If you did know to whos 1 gave the Ring, 


If you did know for whom | gave the Ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And hew vowilliagly I left the Ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 
You would abate the Strength of your Diſſ pleaſure! ! 
Por. If you had known the Virtue of * 


Or halt her Worthineſs that gave the Ring, 
Or your own Honour to contain the Ring, 


Vou would not then have parted with the Ring. 


What Man is there fo much unreaſonable, 


If you had pleas'd to have defended it 

With any Terms of Zeal, wanted the Modeſty 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony? 
Neriſſa teaches me what to believe; 


I' die fort, but ſome Woman had the Ring. 


Ba No, by mine Hongeur, Madam, by my Soul, 
No Woman had it, but a civil Doctor, | 

Which did refuſe three thouſand Ducats of me, 
And begg d the Ring; the which. I did deny him, 
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And ſuffer'd him to go diſpleas d away; 

Even he that had held up the very Lite 

Of my dear Friend. What ſhould I ſay, ſweet Lady ? 
I was inforc'd to ſend it after himz 

I was beſet with Shame and Courteſie; 


My Honcur would not let Ingratitude 


So much beſmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the Night, 
Had — been there, I think you would have begg d 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor. 
| Por. Let not that Doctor cer come near my Houſe, 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lovd, 
And that which you did ſwear to keep for me: 
| will become as liberal as you, 
III not deny him any thing I have, | 
No, net my Body, nor my Husband's Bed; 
Know him I ſhall, I am well ſure of it. 
1 not a Night from Home; watch me like a, 
you do not, it I be left alone, | 
Now by mine Honour, which is yet mine own, 
I'll have the Doctor for my Redfellow. _ 
Ner. And I his Clerk; fore be well advisd 
How you do leave me to mine ewn Protection. 


Gra. Well, do you fo; let me not take him then; 44 
For if I do, TI — the young Clerk's Pen. © —4 


Ant. I am th*unhappy Subject of theſe Quarrels, 
| Por, Sir, grieve not you, 
You are welcome notwithſtanding. 
| Baſſ. Portia, forgive me this enforced Wrong, 
And 1n the hearing of theſe many Friends, 
I ſwear to thee, even by thine own * W 
Wherein I ſee my ſelf— 
Por. Mark you but that! 
In both mine Eyes he doubly ſees himſelf, 
In each Eye one; ſwear by your double ſelf, 
"_ there's an Oath of Credit! 
Baſſ. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this Fault, and by my Soul I — 
1 geyer more will break an Oath with thee. 
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Ant. 1 once did lend my Body for thy Wealth, [To Baſl. 
Which but for him that had your Husband's Ring [ To Por. 
Had quite miſcarry d. I dare be bound again, | 
My Soul upon the Forfeit, that your Lord 
Will never more break Faith adviſedly. 
Por. Then you ſhall be his Surety; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the 8 
Ant. Here Lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this Ring 
Baſſ. By Heav'n it is the ſame I gave the Doctor. 
Por. I had it of him: Pardon me, Baſſanio; 
For by this Ring the Doctor lay with me. 
Ner. und pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed Boy, the Doctor's Clerk, 
In lieu of this, laſt Night did lye with me. 5 
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of _—— 
In Summer, where the Ways are fair enough: 
What, are we Cuckolds ere we have deſerv'd it? 
Por. Speak not fo grofly; you are all amaz d; 
Here is a Letter, read it at your Leiſure; 5 
It comes from Padua from Bellario: 
There you ſhall find that Portia was the Doctor, 
Neriſſa there her Clerk. Lorenzo here, 
Shall witneſs I ſet forth as ſoon as you, 
And but even now return'd: I have not yet 
Entred my Houſe. Anthonio, you are welcome, 
And 1 have better News in ſtore for you 
Than you expect; unſeal this Letter ' val 
There you ſhall find three of your 
Are richly come to Harbour ſaddenly. 
You ſhall not know by what ſtrange Accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 
Ant. I am dumb. £3 | 
Baſſ. Were you the Doctor, and 1 knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold? 
Ner. Ay, but the Clerk that never means to do it, 
Unleſs he live until he be a Man. 1 5 
Baſſ. Sweet Doctor, you ſhall be my Bedfellow; 
When I am abſent, then lye with my Wife. 
| nt. Sweet Lady, you have given me Life and Living; 
For here J read for certain, that my Ships 3 
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Are ſafely come to Rhodes. | 
Por. How now, Lorenzo? 


My Clerk hath ſome good Comforts too for you. 


Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a Fee. 
There do I give to you and Feſſica, 8 
From the rich Few, a ſpecial Deed of Gift, 
After his Death, of all he dies poſleſs'd of. | 
Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ſtarved People. 5 
Por. It is almoſt Morning, 


And yet I am ſure you are not ſatisfyd 


Of theſe Events at full. Let us go in, 

And charge us there on Interrogatories, 

And we will anſwer all things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be ſo: the firſt Interrogatory 


That my Neriſſa ſhall be ſworn on, is, 


Whether till the next Night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or go to Bed, now being two Hours to Day. 
But were the Day come, I ſheuld wiſh it dark, 


Till I were couching with the Doctor's Clerk. 


Well, while 1 live, II fear no other thing 


So ſore, as keeping ſafe Neriſſas Ring. Exeum onnes. 
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— 8 Perſons. 


D KE f © 
Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Uſur- 


per of his Dukedom. 
png Lords attending upon the Duke in bis 
Baniſhment. 

Beu, A C — attending on Frederick. 


Clive: Eldeſt Som to Sir Rowland de Boys, who 


had formerly been a Servant of the Dake, 


. & Tounger Brothers to Oliver. 


Adam, an old Servant of Sir Rowland de Boys, 


wow following the Fortunes of Orlando. 
Dennis, Servant to Oliver. 


Charles, A Wreſtler, and Servant 60 the Uſurping 


Dake Frederick. 


1 a Clown attending on Celia and Ro- 
c ſalind. 
Oorin 

fy A Clown, in Love with Audrey, 


William, another Clown, in Love with Audrey. 


Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Connery Curate. 


Roſalind, Dazghter to the Duke. 
Celia, Das — to Frederick. 
Phcebe, 4 epber deſs . 
Audrey, a Country Wench. 


Lords belonging to the two Dukes, with Pages, 


Foreſters, and other Attendants, 


The SCENE her ff rear Oliver's Haſs, 


and afterwards 


and —1 in the Foe 7 Arden. 


in the Duke's Court, 


% 


| : SCENE an Orchard. 
| Enter Orlando and Adam. 
o REAN. 
81 remember, Adam, it was upon this 
| CE Faſhion bequeath'd me by Will, but a 
A poor Thouſand Crowns, and as thou 
I 2 A 


fay ſt, charg d my Brother on his Bleſ- 
ling to breed me well; and there be- 


at home, or to ſpeak more proper , ſtays me here at home 
| unkept; for call you that Keeping for a Gentleman of m 
s, Birth, that differs not from the Stalling of an Ox? His 
Horſes are bred better, for beſides that they are fair with 
their Feeding, they are taught their Manage, and to that 
end Riders dearly hired: But I, his Brother, gain nothing 
under him but Growrh, for the which his Animals on his 
Dunghills are as much boun! to him as I. Beſides this 
Nothing that he fo plentifully gives me, the Something 
that Nature gave me, his Countenance ſeems to take 
from me. He lets me feed with his Hinds, bars me the 
V oL, Il, ; h K 5 place 


ts 


218 As you Like it. 


place of a Brother, and as much as in him lyes, mines 


my Gentility with my Education. This is it, Adam, that 


eves me, and the Spirit of my Father, which I think 


| Is within me, begins to mutiny againſt this Servitude. 1 


will no longer endure it, tho' yet I know no wiſe Re- 
medy how to avoid it. 8 „ 
| Bier Oliver. | 
Adam. Yonder comes my Maſter, your Brother. 
Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how he will 


ſhake me up. 


Oli. Now, Sir, what make you here? | | 
Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 
Oli. What mar you then, Sir) 

Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy Brother of yours, with 
mm _- Tc * Et 
_ Oli, Marry, Sir, be better employ d, and be naught a 
while. | 

Orla. Shall keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them? 


| What Prodigal Portion have I ſpent, that 1 ſhould come 
to ſuch Penury ? FO | 


Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? 

Orla. O, Sir, very well; here in your Orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? EE 
Orla. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. 1 


| know you are my eldeſt Brother, and in the gentle Con- 
dition of Blood you ſhould fo know me: The Courteſie 
of Nations allows you my better, in that you are the Firſt 


Born; but the ſame Tradition takes not away my Blood, 
were there twenty Brothers betwixt us; I have as much 
of my Father in me, as you; albeit, I confeſs your co- 
ming before me is nearer to his Reyerence. 1 
Oli. What Boy! . 
Orla. Come, come, elder Brother, you are too young 


in this. f 


Oli. Wilt thou lay Hands on me, Villain? 


Orla. I am no Villain: I am the Youngeſt Son of Sir 


Rowland de Boys; he was my Father, and he is thrice 2 
Villain that ſays ſuch a Father begot Villains. Wert thou 


not my Brother, I would not take this Hand from thy 


wa Throat, 


N 
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Throat, dil this other had pull'd out thy Tongue for f- 


ing ſo; thou haſt rail'd on thy felt. _ 
Adam, Sweet Maſter, be patient, for your Father's Re- 


membrance, be at Accord, 
Oli. Let me go N. 
Orla. I will — it pleaſe: You ſhall hear me. my 


Father charg'd you in his Will to give me good Educati- 


on: You have dad me up like a Peaſant, obſcuring and 


hiding from me all Gentleman-like Qualities; the Spirit 
of my Father grows ſtrong in me, and I will no lon 
endure it: Therefore allow me ſuch Exerciſes as — * 
come a Gentleman, or give me the E Allottery 
Father left me by Teſtament; with I will go go boy 


my Fortunes, 

Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg when that is ſpent? 
Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
ou: You ſhall have ſome part of your Will, I pray * 
cave me. | 

Orla. 1 will no further offend you, than becomes me 
for my 
oli. Get you with him, you old 

Adam. Is old Dog my rd? Moſt true, I have 
loſt my Teeth in your —— God be with my old Ma- 


ſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. 


[ Exe. Orlando Per Adam: 


oli Is it even ſo? Begin you to grow upon me? I will 
Phyſick your Rankneſs, and yet give no thouſand Crowns 


neither, Holla, Dennis! 


Enter Dennis. 
Den. Calls your Worſhip? 


oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's Wreſtler, here to freak 
with me? 


eaſe you, he is here at the door, and impor- 


tunes _— to you. 


Oli, Call him | in; twill be a good way; and to morrow | 
the Wreſtling i is. 
Buer Charles. 
cher. Good Morrow to your Wor ſhir. 
Oli, Good Monficur Charles, what's s the new News at 
the new Court? 
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_ Char. There's no News at the Court, Sir, but the old 
News; that is, the old Duke is baniſh'd by his younger 
Brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords 
have put themſelves into a voluntary Exile with him, 
whoſe Lands and Revenues enrich the new Duke, there- 


fore he gives them good leave to wander. 


Oli. Can you tell if Reſalmd, the Duke's Daughter, be 


- baniſh'd with her Father ? 


Cha. O no; for the Duke's Daughter her Couſin ſo loves 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that ſhe 


would have followed her Exile, or have died to ſtay be- 


hind her; ſhe is at the Court, and no leſs beloved of her 
Unkie, than his own Daughter, and never two Ladies lo- | 


ved as they do. 


Oli. Where will the old Duke live? 8 
Cba. They ſay he is already in the Foreſt of Arden, and 
2 many merry Men with him; and there they live like the 


old Robin Hood of England; they ſay many young Gentle- 


men flock to him every day, and fleet the time careleſly, 


as they did in the golden World. 


oli. What, you wreſtle to morro before the new Duke ? 


Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint you with 
a matter: I am given, Sir, ſecretly to underſtand, that your 


younger Brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to come in 
diſpuis'd againſt me to try a Fall; to morrow, Sir, I wreſtle 
for my Credit, and he that eſcapes me without ſome broken 
Limb, .ſhall acquit him well; your Brother is but young 


and tender, and for your Love I would be loath to foi 


him, as I muſt for mine own Honour if he come in; 
therefore out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint 
you withal, that either pu might ſtay him from his In» 
tend ment, or brook ſuch Diſgrace well as he ſhall run in- 
to, in that it is a thing of his on ſearch, and altogether 
againſt my Will. So | W 
Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy Love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find I will moſt kindly requite: I had my ſelf 


notice of my Brother's Purpoſe herein, and have by under- 


hand means laboured to diſſuade him from it; but he is 
reſolute. I tell thee, Charles. he is rhe ſtubborneſt young 
Fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious age” 


of every Man's 


As you Like it. 111 


Parts, a ſecret and villanous Contri- 
yer againſt me his natural Brother; therefore uſe thy Dif- 
cretion ; I had as lief thou didſt break his Neck as his Fin. 


ger. And thou wert beſt look too't; for if thou doſt him 
any flight Diſgrace, or if he do not mightily grace hims 
ſelf on thee, he will practiſe againſt thee by Poiſon, to 
entrap thee by ſome treacherous Device. and never leave 
thee till he hath ta'en thy Life by ſome indirect means or 
other: For I aſſure thee, and almoſt with Tears I ſpeak 


it, there is not one ſo young and ſo villanous this day 


living. I ſpeak but brotherly of him; but ſhould I Anato- 


mize bim to thee, as he is, I muſt bluſh and weep, and 


thou muſt look pale and wonder. 


Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: If ke 
come te morrow, III give him his Payment; if ever he 
£0 alone again, I'll never wreſtle for Prize more; and ſo 


God keep your Worſhip. S '- "Es, 


Oli. Farewel, good Charles. Now will I ſtir this Games 
ſter: I hope I ſhall ſee an end of him; for my Soul. yet I 


know not why, hates nothing more than he; yet he's 


gentle, never ſchool d, and yet learned, full of noble De- 
vice, of all ſorts enchantingly beloved, and indeed ſo muck 


the Heart of the World, and eſpecially of my own Peo - 


* 
le, who beſt know him, that I am altogether miſpriſed; 
ut it ſhall not be ſo long ; this Wreftler ſhall clear al 


now Il go about. Exits 
SCENE II. The Date's Palace. 
Euter Roſilind and Cela. 


Cel. 1 pray thee, Roſalind, ſweet my Coz, be merry: 


Ro Dear Celia, 1 ſhow more Mirth than I am Miſtreſs 
of; and would you yet I were merrier? unleſs you could 
teach me to forget a baniſh'd Father, you muſt not learn 


me how to remember any extraordinary Pleaſure. 
Cel. Herein ] ſee thou lov'ſt me not with the full weight 


that I love thee; if my Unkle, thy baniſhed Father, had 


baniſhed thy Unkle, the Duke my Father, ſo thou hadſt 


been ftill with me, I could have taught my Love to take 


** 


No- 
thing remains, but that I Kindle the Boy thither, Which 


g 
q 
| 
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thy Father for mine; ſo would'& thou, if the truth of thy 
love co me were fo righteouſly temper'd, as mine is to 


Roſe. Well, I will forget the Condition of my Eſtate, 
£0 rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no Child but I, nor 
none is like to have, and truly when he dies thou ſhalt 
be his Heir; for what he hath taken away from thy Fa- 
ther perforce, I will render thee again in Affection; by 
mine Honour I will, and when I break that Oath, let me 
| turn Monſter: Therefore, my {ſweet Roſe, my dear Roſe 
be merry. 
 Rof. From henceforth I will, Coz, and deviſe Sports: 
Let me fee, what think you of falling i in Loye! 

— Marry, I prethee do, to make ſport withal; but love 
no Man in earneſt, nor no further in Sport neither, 
than with ſafety of a pure Bluſh thou may ſt in Honour 
come off again. 
ö Ref What ſhall be the Sport then ? | 
- Cel. Let us fit and mock the good Houſewife Fortune 
from her Wheel, that her Gifts may henceforth be be- 
ſtowed equally. 
kl 7 we could do ſo; for her Benefits are migh- 
fly miſplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moſt 
miſtake in her Gifts to Women. 

Cel. Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes fair, ſhe Suren 
makes honeſt; and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe makes | 

very ill favoured. 

Roſ. Nay, now thou goeſt from Fortune's Office to 
Nature's: Fortune reigns in Gifts of the World, not _"_ 
Lineaments of Nature. 

Enter Clown. DE 

Cel. No; * Nature hath made a fair Creature, ma 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the Fire? Tho' Nature ha 
given us Wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſent 
in this Fool to cut off this Argument? 

: 1 Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature, when 
| 1 4 makes Nature's — the Cutter off of Na- 
ture s Wit. 
| Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune's Work neither, 
but Nature's, who perceiving our natural Wits too 2 to 
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reaſon of ſuch Goddeſſes, hath ſent this Natural for our 
Whetſtone : 


the Whetſtone of the Wits, How now, whither wander 


For always the Dulneſs of the Fool, is 


ou? 
: Clo. Miſtreſs, you muſt come __y to your Father. 
Cel. Were you made the Meſſenger ? | [you. 


Clo. No by mine Honour, but I was bid to come for 

* Where learned you that Oath, Fool: 

Of a certain Knight, chat fore by his Honour they 

ere good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the Mu- 

fard was nought: Now I'll ſtand to it, the Pancakes were 

naught, and the Muſtard was geod, and yet was not the 
Knight forſworn. 

Cel. How prove you that in the great Heap of your 
Knowledge? | 
Ref Ay marry, now unmuzzle your Wiſdom. YL 

Stand you both forth now; ſtroke your Chins, and 
ſwear by your Beards that I am a Knave. 

Cel. By our Beards; if we had them, thou art. 

Cio. B. my Knavery, if I had it, then 1 were; but if 
you ſwear by that that is not, you are not for{worn; no 
more was this Knight ſwearing by bis Honour, for he ne- 
ver had any; or if he had, he had {worn it away, before 
ever he ſaw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. 5 

Cel. Prethee, who is tha thou mean'ſt? 0 
Co. One that old Frederick our Father loves. 5 

Roſ. My Father's Love is enougn to honour him enough; 
fpeak no more of him, you l be whipe tor Taxation one 
of theſe Days. 

.Clo. The more pity that Fools may not ſpeak wiſely, 
what wiſe Men do fooliſhl 1 | 

Cel. By my Troth thou ſay'ſt true; for ſince the little 
Wir that Fools have was flenc'd, the little Foolery that 
wiſe Men have * a great She w: Here comes Mon- 
* Le Zen. 

Enter Le Beu. 

* With his Mouth full of News. 


Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigrons feed their 


You 
u Thea hall we be News e. cram'd, er 
—_ Cel. 
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Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more marketable. 
Ben. jour, Monſieur le Beu, what News? 
Le Ben. Fair Princeſs, 
You have loſt much Sport. 
Cel. Sport; of what Colour? 

Le Beu. What Colour, Madam? How ſhall I anſwer 

ou ? | 
* Rof. As Wit and Fortune will. 
Clo. Or as the Deſtinies decrees, 
Cel. Well ſaid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 
Clo. Nay, if I keep not my Rank —— 
Roſ. Thou loſeſt thy old Smell. 
Tie Ben. You amaze me, Ladies: I would have told you 
of good Wreſtling, which you have loſt the Sight of. 

Roſ. Yet tell us the manner of the Wreſt ing. 

Le Ben. 1 will tell you the Beginning. and if it pleaſe | 
your Ladyſhips, you may ſee the End, tor the beſt is yet 
to do, and here where you are, they are coming to — 


Ly form it. 


Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Ben, There comes an old Man and his three Sons. 
Cel. 1 would match this beginning with an old Talc. 
Le Bes. Three proper young Men of excellent Growth | 
and Preſence, 
©  Rof. With Bills on their Necks: Be it known unto all 

Men by theſe Preſents. 
Lie Ben. The eldeſt of the ds wreſtled with Charles 
the Duke's Wreſtler, which Charles in a Moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little Hope 
of Life in him: So he ſerv'd the ſecond, and ſo the third: 
Yorder they lye, the poor old Man their Father making 


ſuch pitiful Dole over them, that al the — take his 
Part with weeping, 


N. Alas! 

Clo. But what is the Space, Monlicur, that the Ladies 
have loſt? _ 

Le Ben. Why this that I ſpeak . 
Clos. Thus Men grow wiſer every Day. It is ; the firſt 
time that eyer 1 heard E of, Nabe was Sport for 

Ladies. 


c 
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| Cel. Or 1, 1 promiſe thee. | 
Roſ. But is there any elſe longs to ſce this broken Mu- 


ſick in his Sides? Is there yet another doats upon Rib- 


breaking? Shall we ſee this wreftling, Couſin? 


Le Ben. You muſt if ſtay oe, for here is the 
Place appointed for wal and they are ready to per- 


Cel. Yonder ſure they are —_— Let us now flay- 


form it. 


and ſee it. . 
Flouriſh. Enter Duke Frederick Lords 3 Charles ; 


and Attendants. 


Duke. Come on, fince the Youth will not be entreateds 
His own Peril on his for wardnefss. 

Rof. Is yonder the Man? 

Te Ben. Even he, Madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young; yet he looks ſacceſebully,- 

Duke. How now, Daughter and Couſin; 8 
Are you crept hither to a the Wreftling *— 

Roſ. Ay, my Leige, ſo pleaſe you give us leave. 

Duke. You will take little Delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is ſuch odds in the Man: In Pity of the Challenger 
Youth, I would feign diſſuade him, but he will not be 
—_ Speak to him, Ladies, ſee if you can move © - 


Cel. Call him hither, good Monſieur Ze Ben. 
Dake: Do ſo ; VII not be by. 
Le Beu. Monſieur the Challenger, the Princeſs calls for - 

you. 

Orla. 1 non her with all Reſpect and Duty. 
Roſ. Young Man, have you challeng'd res the 

Wreſtler? 55 
Orla. No, fair nend he is the General Challenger, A: 


come but as others do, to try with him the Strength of 
my Youth. 


Cel. Young n your Spirits are too bold for 
your Tears: You have ſeen cruel Proof of this Man's 
Strength. If you ſaw your ſelf with your own Eyes, or 
knew your ſelf with your judgment, the fear of your. 
Adventure would counſel you to a more * Enterpriſe. 


K 5 we 
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We pray you for your own Sake to embrace your own 
| 7 , and give over this Attempt. * WY 

Roſ. Do, Sir, Reputation not therefore 
be milpriſea; we will make it our Suit to the Duke, that 
the *r _ not go forward. 


1 beſeech you puniſh me not with your hard 


| Thoughts wherein 7 confeſs me much guilty to deny ſo 
air and excellent Ladies any ching. But let your fair Eyes 


and gentle Wiſhes go with me to my Trial, wherein if 1 


be foil'd, there is but one ſnam d that was never gracious; 
it kilbd, but one dead that is willing to be ſo: I ſhall de 
my Friends no wrong. for I have none to lament me 


the World no Injury, for in it 1 have nothing; on 
the World I fill up a 5 which may be better ſupp %, 


when J have made it empty. 


Ref. The little Strength I have, 1 would ie were with. 


: 70; 


Cel. And mine to fk out hers 5 

Noſ. Fare you well; pray Heay'n I be decciv'd in you. 
Cel. Your Heart's Delues be with you. 
Char. Come, where is this png. the > de- 


firous to lye with his Mother Earth? 


Orla. Ready Sir, but his WE hath in it a more madeſt 
working. 
Dua. You ſhall try but one Fall. 

Char. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat 


E 1 to a ſecond, that have ſo htily perſuaded him 
from a firſt. * 


Orla. You mean to mock me after; you ſhould ; not 
| have mockt before; but come — i : 
| Rof. Now Hercules be thy i oung Man. 
Cel I would I were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong rel. 


bow by the Lg. [They Wreſtle. 


Roſ. O excellent young Maa ! 
Cel. If I had a Thunderbolt in mine Eye, 1 can tell 


who ſhould down. 555 [Shoxt. 


Dake No more, no more. [charles i is thrown. 


* Orla. Yes, I beſeech your Grace, 1 am not yet well 
breathed. 


Dake, How 0 l chou, Ghats 3 
1 Te Jen. 


<< 


S 8. ee YEW 


f 


Sir, you have wreſtled well, and overthrown 
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Te Bes. He cannot ſpeak, my Lord. | 
Duke. Bear him away. ! 
wars is thy Name, young 1 * FR , 
Or tanks. my Li , the Son © Sir Rows 
hd & toy: Liege young 
Dake. I would thou hadſt been Son to forme Man elle, 
The World efteem'd thy Father honourable, 
But I did find him till mine Enemy: 
Thou ſhould*ſt have better pleas'd me with this Deed, 


| Hadſt thou deſcended from another Houſe. 


But fare thee well, thou art a gallant Youth, 
I would thou hadft told me of another Father. | 
Exit Dake, 
Cel. Were I my Father, Cor, would I do this? 
Orla. I am A proud to be Sir Romland's Son, 
1tis youngeſt Son, and would not change that Calting 
To te adopted Heir to Frederick. 
Rof. My Father lov'd Sir Rowland as his Soul, 
And all the World was of my Father's Mind: 


| Had I before known this young Man his Son, 


1 ſhould have given him Tears unto Entreatics,. 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd. 

. Gentle Couſin, 

o thank him, and neg him; 

My My Faber rough and envious Diſpoſition 
Sticks me at Heart. Sir, you have well deſery'd; 
If you de keep your Promiſes in Love, 
But juſtly as you have exceeded all in Promiſe, 
Your Miſtreis ſhall be happy. 

Rof. Gentleman, | 
Wear this for me; one out of Suits with Fortune, 
That ceuld give more, but that her Hand lacks Means. 
Shall we go, Coz? 

Cel. Ay, fare you well, fair Gentleman. 

Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you? My better Parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 
Is but a Quintine, a more lifeleſs Blcek. | 

Ref. e calls us back: my Pride fell with my Fortunes. 
|} ask him what he would. Did you call Sir? | 
More 
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More than your Enemies. 
Cel. Will you go, Coz? 


Ro,. Have with you: fare you well. 
5 OY ; Exe. Roſ. and Cel. 
Orla. What Paſſion hangs theſe Weights upon mx 
Tongue? 8 
I cannot ſpeak to her; yet ſhe urg d Conference. 
| ; Enter Le Beu. 
O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters thee. 
Le Ben. Good Sir, I do in Friendſhip counſel you 

To leave this Place: Albeit you have deſerv'd 
High Commendation, true Applauſe, and Love ; 
Yet ſuch is now the Duke's Condition, 
That he miſconſters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous ; what he is indeed 
More ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſpeak of. 
Orla. I thank you Sir, and pray you tell me this, 
| Which of theſe tvro was Daughter of the Duke, 
That here was at the Wreſtling? 3 

Le Ben. Neither his Daughter, if we judge by Manners; 
But yet indeed the ſhorter is his Daughter; N 
The other is Daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
And here detain'd by her uſurping Unkle 
To keep bis Daughter Company, whoſe Loves 
Gre dearer than the natural Bond of Siſters: 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tYen Diſpleaſure gainſt his gentle Niece, 
Greounded upon no other Argument, 
Bur that the People praiſe her tor her Virtues, 
Ard pity her for her old Father's fake; 
And on my Life his Malice gainſt the Lady 
Will ſuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well, 
Hereatter in a better World than this, 1 
I hall deſire more Love and Knowledge of you. [ Exit. 
Orla. I reſt much bounden to you: Fare you well! 
Thus muſt I from the Smoke into the Smother ; 

From Tyrant Duke, unto a Tyrant Brother: fo 
"But hearaly Rand? i [Exit. 


* 


SCENE 


As you Like it. 229 
SCENE il. 


Enter Celia and Roſalind. 
ee. why Couſin, why Roſalind ; 985 have nue 3 


not a word! 


Roſ. Not one to throw at a 


Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away 
upon Curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame me 


with Reaſons. 


Roſ. Then there were two Couſins laid up, when the 
one ſhould be lam'd with Reaſons, and the other mad 


without any. 


Cel. But is all this for your Father? 


Rof. No, ſome of it is for my Father's Child. Oh how 
full of Briers is this nay (> 8 | 


Cel. They are but Burs, thrown upon thee in 


Holiday Foelery; if we walk not in the trodden Paths, our 
very Petticoats will catch them. 


3 ſhake chem off my Coat; theſe Burs ars 
3 


"cd Hem them away. 

_ Rof. I would try, if I could cry Hem, FR have bim; 

Cel. Come, come, wreſtle with thy Affections. : 

Roſ. O they take the Part of a better Wreſtler than my 
ſelf. 

Cel. O, a good Wiſh upon you; you will try in time in 
deſpight of a Fall; but turning theſe ſeſts out of Service, 
let us talk in good earneſt: Is it poſſible on ſuch a ſudden 


5 1 fall into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sir Row- 


s youngeſt Son? 


Roſ. The Duke my Father loy'd his Father dearly. th 
Cel. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his Son 


_ dearly? By this kind of Chaſe | ſhould hate him, for my 
Father hated his Father dearly; yet | hate not Orlando. 
Roſ. No Faith, hate him not for my Sake. 
Cel. Why ſhould 1 not? Doth he not deſerve well? 
Enter Duke with Lords. 
NI Let me love him for that, and do you loye him; 
Becauſe I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 


Cel, 
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Cel. With bis Eyes full ef Anger. 
Dake. Miſtreſs, . you with your ſafe hafte, 
And get you from our Court. 
Nof. Me. Uncle! 

Dae. You, Couſin. 
Within theſe ten Days if that thou bee it fad 
So near our publick Court as n _ | 
Thou cieft for it. 18 

NH 1 do beſcech your Grace | 
Let me the Knowledge of my Fault bear with me: 
If with my ſelf I hold Intelligence, 
Or have Acquaintance with my own Auen 
If that 1 do not dream, or be not frantick, 
As I do truft I am not, then dear Uncle, 
Nerer ſo much as in a — unbora 
Did I offend your Hi 
Due. Tha do all Traitors, e 
tl their Purgation did conſiſt in Words, 
They are as innocent as Grace it elf: 
Let it ſuffice thee that 1 truſt thee not. ad 
Ko. Yet your Miſtruſt can not make me a Traitor; | 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke. Thou art thy Father's Daughter, there's e- 


42 ncugh. 


Rof. So was I when your Highneſs took bis Dukedom, 
So was I vihen your Highneſs baniſh'd him; 
Treaſon 1s not inherited, my Lord, | 

Or if we did derive it from our Friends, 

What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor: 
Then good my Liege, miſtake me not ſo much, 
To think my Poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear Soveraign hear me ſpeak. 
Duale. Ay Celia, we ſtaid her for your ſake, 
ice had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. 
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ſtay 
It was your Pleaſure, and your own Remorie; 
] was too young that time to value her, 

But now I know her; if ſhe be a Traitor, 

1 I; we Nill have ſlept together, 


at an Inſtant, learn d, Plaid, eat together, 
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And vybereſue er we went, like Fuys's Swans 


Still we went coupled and in 
Duke. She is too ſubtle for thee, and her Sracothael, 


Her very Silence and her Patience, 
Speak to the People, and they pity her: 


__ 


Thou art a Fool, ſhe robs thee of thy Name, 


And thou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſeem 8 
When ſhe is gone; then open not thy Lips, 


Firm and irrevocable is my Doom. 


Which 1 have paſt upon — the is baniſh. d. 
Cel. Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my Liege, 


I cannot live out of her Company. 


Duke. You are a Fool; you Neice provide i 


If you out-ftay the time, upon mine Honour, 
And in the Grete of wy Word, you die. 


Exit Duke, Ge- 
Cel. O my poor Roſalind, whither wilt thou go? 


' Wilt thou change Fathers! I will give thee mine: 
l charge thee be not thou more griey'd 2 I am. 


Rof. I have more Cauſe. 
Cel. Thou haft not, Couſin, 


* 


Prithee be cheerful; know'ft thou not the Duke 


Has baniſh'd me his Daughter? 
Ro. That he hath not. 
Cel. No? hath not? Roſalind lacks then the Love 


Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
Shall we be ſundred? Shall we part, fiyeet Girl? 
No, let my Father ſeek another Heir. 


Therefore deviſe with me bow we may fly, 


Whither to go, and what to bear wich us, 
And do not ſeek to take your Charge upon you, 


To bear your Griefs your ſelf, and leave me out: 
For by this Heav'n, now at our Sorrows pale, 


Say what thou can'ſt, III go along with thee. 


_ Ro, Why, whither ſhall we go? 

Cel. To ſeek my Uncle in the Foreſt of Arden. 

Rof. Alas. what Danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth ſo far! 
Beauty proyoketh Thieves ſooner than Gold. 
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Cel. III put my ſelf in poor and mean Artire; 
And with a kind of Umber ſmutch my Face, 
The like do you, ſo ſhall we paſs along, 
And never ſtir Aſſailants. 
| Rof. Were it not better, 
- Becauſe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did ſuit me all Points like a Man; 
A gallant Curtelax upon my Thigh, 
A Bore-ſpear in my Hand; and in my Heart 
Lie there what hidden Woman's Fear there will; 
We'll have a ſwaſhing and a martial Outſide, 
As many other manniſh Cowards have, 

That do outface it with their Semblances. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thou art a Man? 
 Rof. I'll have no worſe a Name than Fove's own Page; 
And therefore look you call me Ganimed; | 

But what will you be call'd? 
Cel. Something that hath a Reference to my State; 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 
Roſ. But Couſin, what if we aſſaid to ſteal 
The clowniſh Fool out of your Father's Court : 
Would he not be a Comfort to our Travel? 


Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide World with me; 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away, 


And ns gn our Jewels and our Wealth together; 
the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 


8 To hide us from Purſuit that will be made 
Aſtez my Flight: New go we in Content 


To Liberty, and not to Daniſhment, Exe. 


”. 


| 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 
SCENE AFPref. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three Lords 


5 like Foreſters. 


Duke Sen. N OW my Co-mates, and Brothers in Exile, 
Hath not old Cuſtom made this Lite more 

| | ſweet _ | 

Than that of painted Pomp? Are not theſe Woods 

More free from Peril than the envious Court ? 

Here feel we not the Penalty of Adam, 

The Seaſon's Difference, as the Icie phang 

And churliſh chiding of the Winter's Wind ? 

Which when it bites and blows upon my Body, 

Even till I ſhrink with Cold, I ſmile, and ſay, 


This is no Flattery: Theſe are Counſellors 


That feelingly perſuade me what I am. 

Sweet are the Uſes of Adverfity, : 

Which like the Toad, ugly and yenomous, 

Wears yet a precious Jewel in his Head: 

And this our Life exempt from publick Haunt, | 

Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks, 

Sermons in Stones, and Good in every thing. | 
Amien. 1.would not change it; happy is your Grace 

That can tranſlate the Stubbornneſs of Fortune 

Into ſo quiet and fo ſweet a Style. | 
Duke Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us Veniſon? 

And yet it irks me, the poor dapled Fools, | 


Being native Burghers of this deſart City, 


Should in their own Confines with forked Heads, 
Have their round Haunches gear d. 
i Lord. Indeed, my Lord, | 


The melancholy Faques grieves at that, 
And in that kind ſwears you do more uſi 


' Than doth your Brother that hath baniſh'd you: 
To Day my Lord of Amiens, and my ſelf, 
Did ſteal behind him as he lay along 
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Under an Oak, whoſe antick Root peeps out 
Upon the Brook that brawls along this Wood, 
To the which Place a poor ſequeſtred Stag 
That from the Hunters Aim. had ta en a Hurt, 
Did come to languiſh; and indeed my Lord, 
The wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch Groans, 
That their Diſcharge did ftretch his leathern Coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round Tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent Noſe 
In piteous Chaſe; and thus the hairy Fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy * 5 
Stood on th'extreameſt Verge of the ſwift Brook, 
Augmenting it with Tears. 2467 
Duke Sen. But what ſaid Faques? 


Did he not moralize this Spectacle? 


1 Lord. O yrs, into a thouſand Similies. 5 
| Firſt, for his Weeping into the needleſs Stream ; 

Poor Deer. quoth he, thou mak ſt a Teſtament = 
As Worldlings do, giving thy Sum of more 5 
To that which had too much. Then being alone, 
= and gre +" ge his velvet * EY 
Tis right, quoth he, thus Miſery d 
The Flux of Company: Anon a cxrclels Herd 
Full of rhe Paſture, jumps along by him, 

And never ſtays to greet him: Ay, quoth Faques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greazy Citi "6 
*Tis juſt the Faſhion; wherefore do you look 
Upen that poor and broken c there? 

Thus moſt invectively he pierceth t h 
The Body of the Country, City. Court, 
Tea, and of this our Life, ſwearing that we 


Are meer Uſurpers Tyrants, and what's worſe 


Tuo fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their affign'd and native dwelling Place. e 

Date Sen. And did you leave him in this Contempla- 
tion ? r | 

2 Lord. We did, my Lord, weeping and commenting 

Upon the { ine Deer. ya IT. -ony TO te 
Duke Sen. Show me the Place, 1 
I love to cope him ig theſe ſullen Fiir, Pr 
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For then he's full of Matter. 
2 Lord. Il bring you to him ftraight. baun. 


SCENE Il. The Palace. 


Enter Duke with Lords. 

Duke. Can it be poſſible that no Man ſaw them? 
It cannot be ; ſome Villains of my Court 
Are of Conſent and Sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. 1 cannot hear of any that did ſee ber. 
The Ladies, ber Attendants of her Chamber, 
Saw her abed, and in the Morning early 
They found the Bed untreaſur d of heir Miſtreſs. 


2 Lord, My Lord, the royniſh Clown, at whom fo oft 8 


Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo miſling: 
Hiſperia, the Princeſs Gentle woman, 
Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly o er- heard Roy 
Your Daughter and her Coufin much m— 
The Parts and Graces of the Wreſtler 
That did bur lately foil the finewy Charles, 
And ſhe believes where-ever they are gone, 

That Youth is ſurely in their Company. 

Due eee fetch —4 Gallant biber, 
If he be abſent, bring his Brother to me, 

I'll make him find him; do this ſuddenly, 

And let not Search and Inquiſition quail 


To bring again theſe fooliſh Runaways. LE 
8 CEN E ill. Oliver's Hoſe, 
” | Enter Orlando and Adam. 
Orla. Who's there ? 


Adam. What my young Mater? oh my gentle Maſter 


Oh my ſweet Maſter, © you Memory 
f old Sir Rowland! Why, what make you bere? 

Ky ox you vs) Wh * 
w ore are 

Why would you 1 to evercome 

The bay Fay of the humorous Duke? | 

You: Praiſe is come too ſwiftly Home before you 


I | 
Know 
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ed alan” Maſter, to ſome kind of Men 
Ther race 


| s ſerve them but as Enemies? 
No more do yours; on Virtues, gentle Maſter 


Are ſanctified "and holy Traitors to _ | 
Oh what a World is this, when is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 
Orla. Why, what's the matter? 
Adam. O unhappy Youth, on 
Come not within theſe Doors; within this Roof 
The Enemy of all your Graces lives: 
Your Brother no; no Brother, yet the Son, 
Yet not the Son, T will not call him Son, 
Of him I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your Praiſes, and this Night he means 
To burn the Lodging where you ule to he, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 5 
He will have other Means to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his Practices; = 
This is no Place, this Houſe is but a Butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orla. Why, whither Adam wouldſt thou have me gor? : 
Alam No matter whither, ſo you come not here. 
Dre. What, wouldſt thou have 2 go and beg my Food, 5 
Or with a baſe and boiſterous Sword enforce 
A thieviſh living on the common Road? 
This I muſt do, or know not what to do: 
Yer this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will ſubje& me to the Malice 
Of a diverted Blood, and bloody Brother: 
Adam. But do not fo, I have five hundred Crowns; 
The thrifty Hire I fav'd under your Father, 
Which I did ſtore to be my foſter Nurſe, 
When Service ſhould in my old Limbs lye lame, 
And unregarded Age in Corners thrown; - 
Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be Comfort to my Age; here is the Gold, 
All this I give ky let me be your Servant, 
Tho I look old, yet I am ſtrong and luſty, 
For in my Youth 1 never dd apply | 
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Hot and rebellious in my Blood, 
Nor did I with unbaſhful Forehead woo | 
The Means of Weakneſs and Debiliry; 5 
Therefore my Age is as a luſty Winter, | 
Froſty, but kindly; let me go with you, RN 
PI! do the Service of a y 
In all your. ere _ 8 — 
Orla. O old Man, how well in thee appears 
The 2 of the antick World; 
When Service ſweat for Duty, not for Meede! 
Thou art not for the Faſhion of theſe Times, 
Where none will fweat, but for Promotion, 
And having that, do choak their Service 
—2 wich the . is not ſo with thee; 
But poor old Man, | a rotten _ 
That cannot fo much as a . Hloſſom 
In lieu of all thy Pains and Husbandry; 
But come 3 we'll go -_ her, 
And ere we have thy youthful W — on f 
a We'll light upon fome ſetled low 
o Adam. Maſter go on, and I will follow thee 
Io the lat Gaſp with Trath and Loy 
ood, From ſeventeen Years till now almoſt oft fourſcore 
a Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At ſeventeen Years many their Fortunes ſeek, 
But at fourſcore, it is too late a Week; 
Yet Fortune cannot recompence me better | 


Than to die well, and not my Maſter's Debter, [Exc 
SCENE IV. The Foreſt. | 0 


Enter Roſalind in Boys Cloaths for Ganimed, Celia dreſt like 93 5 
4 Shepherdeſi for Aliena, and Clown. | 
Roſ. O Fupiter, how merry are my Spirits? 


Clo. I care * Spirits, if wy Legs were not . 
Wear y. 5 


Rof. I could find i in my Heart to diſgrace my Man's 
Apparel, and cry like a Woman; but I muſt comfort the 
+» | weaker Veſſch ater A to ſhow it ſelf 


| Hot | Cours 
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— Petticoat ; therefore Courage, good 4 


Cel. I pray you bear with me, I can go no further, 
Clo. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear 
you; yet I ſhould bear no Croſs if I did bear you, for I 
. think you have no _ your Purſe. 
_ Well, this is the Foreſt of Arden. 
_ Clo. Ay, now am | in Arden, the more Fool I, when 
1 was at home I was in a. better place; but Travellers 
muſt be content. EG nc; "Wb 
„ re 9 
e Roſ. Ay, be ſo, Toucihſtone; you wane comes 
here, a — l. aut in old. i Gems Tal 5 
| Cor. That is the way to make her ſcorn you ſtill. 
Sil. O Corin, that thou knew ſt how I do love her! 
Cor. I partly gueſs, for I have lov'd ere now. 
Sil. No Corin, being old, thou can't not gueſs, 
Tho' in thy Youth thou waſt as true a Lover, | 
As ever figh'd upon a Midnight Pillow; ; 
But if thy Love were ever like to mine, 
As ſure | think did never Man love ſo; 
How many Actions moſt ridiculous 
Haſt thou drawn to by thy Fantaſie? 
Cor. Into a thouſand that 1 forgotten. 
Silv. Oh thou didſt then ne er love ſo heartily; 
If thou remembreſt not the ſlighted Folly 
That ever Love did make thee run into, 
Thou haſt not lovid; = 
Or if thou ug not iate as I do now, 
Wearying thy Hearer in thy Miſtreſs Praiſe, 
Thou ball to lov'd. * F 
Or if thou haſt not broke from Company, 
bruptly as my Paſſion now makes me, 


Thou haſt not lov d. | — 
| Roſe Alas poor Shepherd! ſearching of thy Wound, 


I have by bard Adventure found my own. . 2 

Clo, And I mine; I remember when I was in Love, I 
broke my Sword upon a Stone, and bid him take that for 
coming a Nights to Fane Smile; and 1 zemember the = 


>» 


ſing of her Batlet, and the Cow's Dugs that her 
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pretty 
chope Hands had milk d; and 1 remember the wooing of 


a Peafcod inſtead of her, from whom I took two Cods, 


and giving her them again, faid with weeping Tears, 


wear theſe for my ſake; we that are true Lovers run into 
Capers; but all is Mortal in Nature, ſo is all Na- 


ture in Love mortal in Folly. | 
Ro. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer than thou art ware of. 


Clo. Nay, I ſhall ne er be ware of mine own Wit, till 


I break my Shins againſt it. 
Rof. Fove! Fove! this Shepherd's Paſſion 


Is much upon my Faſ 


Clo. And mine, but it grows ſomething ftale with me; 
| Cel, I pra you, one of you queſtion yond Man, | 


If he for Gold will give us any Food, 
I faint almoſt to Death 
Clo. Holla; yau Clown. 123 
Reaſ. Peace Fool, he's not thy Kinſman. 
JJJͤͤö;u? 
Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 
Cor. Elſe they are very wretehed. 
| Rof. Peace I fay ; good Even to you, Friend. 


Oer. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 


Ref. I prithee, Shepherd, if that Love or Gold 
Can in this deſart Place buy Entertainment: 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, arid feed; 
Here's a young Maid with Travel much oppreſicd, 
And faints for Succour. "Inf | 

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, | A 
And with for her ſake, more than for mine oven, 
My Fortunes were more able to relieve her; 

But I am a Shepherd to another Man, 

And do not ſheer the Fleeces that I graze; 

My Maker is of churliſh Diſpoſition, | 
And little wreaks to find the way to Heay'n 

By doing Deeds of Hoſpitality : 
Beſides, his Coat, his Flocks, and Bounds of feed 
Are now on Sale, and at our Sheep-Cote now, 

By reaſon of his abſence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come fee, 


— 3 2 
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And in my Voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. 


Roſ. What is he that ſha l buy his Flock and Paſture? 


Cor. That young Swain that you ſaw here but e ere while, 


That little cares for buying any thing. 
Ro. I pray thee, if it ſtand with Honeſty, 
\ Buy thou the Cottage, Paſture, and the Flock, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of w. £7 
Cel. And we will mend thy —_ 
I like this Place, and willingly waſte 
My time in it. 

Cor. Aſſuredly the thing is to be ſold; 
Go with me, if you like upon Report, 
The Soil, the Profit, and thi kind of Life, - 
I will your very faithful Feeder be, 
: And buy it with your Gold right ſuddenly. 


8 C E N E V. 
Euer Amiens, Jaques, and others. 
0 u 8. 

Under the green-wood Tree, 
M bo loves tolye with me, 

And tune his merry Note, 7” 
Unto the ſweet Bird's Throw; 
Come hither, come hither. come hither, 


| _ Here ſhall he ſee no Enemy, 
Bus Winter and rough Weather. 


Aq. More, more, I prethee, more. 


1 


Ami. It will make you melancholly, Mounſieur Jaques 


aq. I thank it; more, I prethee, more, 
I can ſuck Melancholy out of a Song, 
As a Weazel ſucks Fggs: More, I prethee, more. 


Ami. My Voice is rugged, I know I cannot pleaſe you. 2 


| far do rot deſire you to pleaſe * 
I do deſire you to ſing; 


Come, come, another Stanzo : Call you *em Stanzo's? 


Ani. What you will, Monſicur Jaques. 


Faq | 


pre 


js you } 


1z0's? 


Jags 
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aq. Nay, I care not for their Names, they owe me 
a Will you ſing? 
72 More at Requeſt, than to pleaſe my ſelf. 
. Well then, if ever 1 thank any Man, III thank 
ut that they call Complement is like th Encounter 
Tin ws Dog-Apes. And when a Man thanks me hearti- 
ly, methinks I have given him a Penny, and he renders 
me the beggarly Thanks, Come ling, and you that will 
not, hold your Tongues. 
Ami. Well, I'll end the Song. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will Dine under this Tree; he bath been all 
this day to look you. 
Jag. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too diſputable for my Company: 
I think of as many Matters as he, but I give 
Heav'n thanks, and make no Boaſt of them. 
Come, warble, come, 


$0NG 


Who doth Ambition lire : 
And loves to lye #th' Sun, 
Seeking the Foo 3 {70 
Ard pleas'd with what 8 
Gr 2 come hither; 
Here von ſee, no | 
But Winter and rough 2 


aq. I'll give you a Verſe to this Note, 


nt l 1 erday in deſpight of m Invention. 
Ami. And Vl g it. * * 


Faq. Thus it goes. 


If it do come to pak, Tx 
| That any Man turn Aſs; 
Leaving his Wealth and Eaſe, 
of ſtubborn Will to pleaſe, 
e 1 | 
tu Ho he ſee, groſs Fools as he, 
4. if be will cams _. 


vor. II. L a 
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- Ami. What's that Ducdame? | 
| Faq. Tis a Greek Invocation, to call Fools intoa Circle 
I' ge ficep.if I can; if 1 cannot, Tl rail againſt all the 
Firſt-born of Egypt. 
Ami. And III go ſeek the Duke, 


| r | -[Exenne. 
SCENE V. 
© Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Adam. Dear Maſter, I can go no further ; 

Ol die for Food! Here lye I down, 
And meaſure out my Grave. Farewel, kind Maſter. 
ora. Why how now, Adam! no greater Heart in thee? 
Live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy ſelf a little. cd 
If this uncouth Foreſt yield any thing Savage, 
I will either be Food for it, or bring it · for Foed to thee: 
Thy Conceit is ' nearer Death, than thy Powers. 
For my fake be comfortable, hold Death a while 
At the 1 1 will be bere with thee preſeatly, 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to eat, 
1 will give thee leave to die. But if thou dieſt 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my Labour. 
Well faid, thou look'ſt cheerly. 
And I'll be with thee quickly; yet thou lieft 
In the bleak Air. Come, I will bear thee 
To ſome Shelter, and thou ſhalt not die 
For lack of a Dinner, 
If there live any thing i in this Deſart. 

| Cheerly, good Adam. | [Exennt, 


SCENE vi. 


Enter Dake Sen. and Lords. [4 Table ſet out. 
Duke Sen. | think he be transform d into a Beaſt, 
beer 1 can de where Wall bien fibe's Man 

1 Lord, My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 
Dude Sen. If he, com paſt of Jars, grow Miki, 
— Diſcord ia the Spheres 


4 
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Go ſeek him, tell bim I would ſpeak with him, 


Enter Jaques. | 
1 Lord. He faves my Labour by his own Approach. 
Duke Sen. Why how now, Monſieur, what a Life is this, 
That your poor Friends muſt woe your Company? 
What, you look merrily. 
aq. A Feel, a Fool, I met a Fool i'th' Foreſt, 


A motley Fool; a miſerable World! 


As I do live by Food, I met a Fool, 

Who laid him down, and bask'd bien i in the "II 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in goed Terms, 

In good ſet terms, and yet a motley Fool. 
morrow, Fool, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, 
Call me not Fool, till Heav'a hath ſent me Fortune; 
And then he drew a Dial from his Poak, | 


And looking on it, with lack- luſtre Eye, 


Says, very wiſely, it is ten a Clock: | 
Thus we may ſee, quoth he, how the World wags: 


*T's but an bour ago fd. it was nine, 


And after one hour more 'twill be cleyen, 
And ſo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a Tale. When I did hear 
The motley Fool thus moral on the Time, 
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 

That Fools ſhould be ſo deep contemplative: 
And I did laugh, fans intermiſhon, 


An hour by his Dial. O noble Fool, 


A worth Fool! Money's the only wear, 

2 Sew. What Fool is this? a 

O worthy Fool! one that hath been a Courtier, 

Ry. ys, if Ladies be but young and fair, | 
They fave the Gift to know it: And in his Brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder Bisket 
After a Voyage, he hath e Places cram'd 
With Obſervation, the which he vents 
In mangled Forms. O that I were a Fool! 
I am ambitious for a motley Coat. | 

Duke Sen, Thou ſhalt have one. 


Rs. 
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fel It is my only Suit, 

Provided that you vreed your better Judgments 

Of all Opinion that grows rank in * 

That Jam Wiſe. I muſt have liberty 
Withal, as large a Charter as the Wind, 

To blow on whom I * for ſo Fools have; 

And they that are moſt gauled with my Folly, 

They moſt muſt Laugh: And why, Sir, muſt they ſo? 

The way is plain, as way to Pariſh Church; 

He that a Fool doth very wiſely hit. 

Yoth, very fooliſhly, altho' he ſmart, 

Scem ſenſeleſs of the Bob. It not, 

The wiſe Man's Folly is Anatomiz'd p00 

Even by the ſquandring Glances of a Foo]. = 

_ Inveſt 2 in the motley, give me leave 
To ſpeak my Mind, and 1 will through and at 
Cleanſe the foul Body of th infected V World, 

If they will patiently receive my Medicine. 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee, 1 can tell what thou would? do 
| Faq. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good? 
Duke Sen. Moſt miſchievous foul Sin, in chiding Siu: 

For thou thy ſelf haſt been a Libertine, 

As ſenſual as 18 brutiſn Sting it ſelf, 8 

And all th'imboſſed Sores, and headed Evils, 

That thou with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 

Would'ſt thou diſgorge into the general World. 

Fa. Why who cries out on Pride, 

That can therein tax any private Party: 

Doth it not flowy as hugely as the Sea, 

Till that the weary very means do ebb. 

What Woman in the City do 1 name, 

When that I ſay the City Woman bears 

The coſt of Princes on unworthy Shoulders ? 

Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is her — 
Or what is he of baſeſt Function, 

That ſays his Bravery is not on my coſt, 

Thinking that I mean him, but therein ſutes 
His Folly to the mettle of my Speech. | 
There then, how * vrhat then, let me {ee wikreia 5 

| My 


in 


My 


Unclaim'd of any Man. But who comes here? 
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My Tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him right, 


Then ke hath wrong'd himſelf; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing like a wild Gooſe flies 


| Enter Orlando. 

Orla. Forbear, and cat no more.. 

aq. Why I have eat none yet. 

Orla. Nor ſhalt not, till Neceſſity be ferv'd. 

| Faq. Of what kind ſhould this Cock come? 

| Duke Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, Man, by thy Diſtreſs? 
Or elſe a rude Deſpiſer of good Manners, 
That in Civility thou ſeem ſt ſo emp pry? 

Orla. You touch'd my Vein at fir the thorny Point 


Of bare Diſtreſs hath ta en from me the ſhew 


Of ſmooth Civility; yet am I Inland bred, 
And know ſome Nurture: But forbear, 1 fay, 
He dies that touches any of this Fruit, 
Till I and my Affairs are anſwered. 


Faq. And you will not bs anſwered with Reaſon, 


I mult die. 


Duke Sen. What would yon have? 


Vour Gentleneſs fhall force, more than your Force 


Move us to Gentleneſs, 
Orla. I almoſt die for Food, and let me have it. 
=_ Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our Table 
Orla. Speak you ſo gently? Pardon me, 1 ou, 

I chonghe that all 44 been Savage ber 25 

And therefore put I on the Countenance 

Of ſtern Commandment. But hate er you are 

That in this Deſart inacceſſible, 

Under the ſhade of melancholy Boughs, 

Loſe and neglect the creeping Hours of Time; 

If ever you have look'd on better Days; 

If ever N where Bells have knoll'd to Church; 

If ever fate at any good Man's Feaſt; 

If ever from your Eye- lids wip d a Tear, 

And know what tis to pity, and be pitied; 

Let Gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be, 

1s the which hope 1 bluſh and hide my Sword 


L$.-- | Dake Sen: 


And one Man in his time plays many Parts: 
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| Duke Sen. True is it that we have ſeen better Days, 
And have with holy Bell been knoll'd to Church, 
And fate at good Mens Feafts, and wip'd our Eyes 
Of drops, that facred Pity hath —_— 

And therefore fit you down in 
And take upon command kts» we have, 
That to your wanting niay be miniſtred. | 
Orla. Then but forbear your Food a little while, 
Whiles, like a Doe, I go to find my Fawn, 
And give it Food. There is an old poor Man, 
Who after me hath many a weary ſtep 
Limp'd in pure Love; Till he be firſt ſuffic'd, 


Oppreſs'd with two weak Evils, Age and Hunger, - 
I will not touch a bit. 


Duke Sen. Go find him out, | 
And we will nothing waſte "ill you return. G 
Orla. 1 thank ye, and be bleſs for your e 

Exit. 
Due Sen. Thou ſeeſt we are not all alone * 
This wide and univerſal Theatre 


Preſents more woful Pageants than the Scene 


| nm we lay. 
All the U World's a 


And al — Men and Women meerly Players; 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 


His Acts being ſeven Ages. At firſt the Infant, 
 Mewling and puking in the Nurſe's Arms: 
And then, the — School-boy with his Satchel, 
And ſhining Morning face, creeping like Snail 
 Unwillingly to School. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ballad 
Made to his Miſtreſs* Eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ftrange Oaths, oa bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in Honour, ſudden and quick in Quarrel, 
Seeking the Bubble Reputation, 
Even in the Canon's Mouth. And then the Juſtice 
In fair round Belly, with good Capon lin d. 
With Eyes ſevere, and Bend of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe Saws, and modern Inſtances, ” 
3 * Inte 


rt; 


late 


For 


Moſt truly limn d, and living in your Face, 
Be truly welcome hither. I am the Duke | : 
L * | - That - 


As yon Like #. 247 
Into tlie lean and ſlipper'd Pantaloon, - 
With Spectacles on Noſe, and Pouch on fi de; 

His 28 Hoſe well fav'd, a World too wide 


is ſhrunk Shank, and his big manly Voice 
Turning again toward childiſh trebble-Pipes, 


And whiſtles in his found. Laft Scene of all, 
That ends this ſtrange eventful Hiſtory, 
ls ſecond Childithneſs, and meer Oblivion, 


Sans Teeth, fans Eyes, ſans Taſte, ſans every thing. 
Enter Orlando with Adam. | 
/ Duke Sen. Welcome: Set do wn your venerable Burthen, 


And led him feed. 


Orla. I thank you moſt for him. 

Adam. So had you need, 
I fearce can ſpeak to thank you for my fell. = 
Duke Sen. Welcome, fall tos: I will not trouble vou, 


As yet to queſtion you about your Fortunes. 
Give us * Muſick, and good Couſin, fing. 


8 


Blow, blow, lou Winter Wind, 
Thou art not jo unkind, as Man's Ingratitude ; 


Tooth. is — o keen, becauſe thou art not jr, 
* Altbo t real be rude. 
Heigh ho, 2 eh bo, unto the green — 
Moſs Friendſhip is feigning; moſt Loving meer F 
Then heigh ho, the Holly, 


_ This Life is moſt Folly. 

Freeze, Freeze, theu bitter Sky, that doft not bie ſo nigh 
A Benefits for | 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 7 + of Sting is not ſe ſharp, 

As Friend remembred not, 3 


Heigh bo, ſing, Kc. 
Due Sen. If that you were the good Sir ,. Son, 


As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, 


And as mine Eye doth his Effigies witneſs, 


| 
= 
i 
i 
f 
| 


| 
| 

| 
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Of what we think againſt thee. 


U 
0 
i 
3 
' 
1 
{ 
1 
( 
[ 
| 
ol. 
' 
$6 
J 
'F 


That lov'd your Father: The reſidue of your Fortune; 
Go to my Cave and tell me. Good old Man, 


Thou art right Welcome, as thy Maſter is; 


Support him by the Arm ; give me 2 Hand, 


And let me all your Fortunes underſtand. —[Exevnt. 


SCENE The Palace. 
RY A —* Lords, and Oliver, SAL eb 
Dake. NT OT fee him fince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be: 


But were I not the better part made Mercy, 
I ſhould not ſeek an abſent Argument 


Of my Revenge, thou preſent: But look to it, 


nd out thy Brother whereſoe er ke is, 


Seek him with Candle; bring him dead or living. 
Within this Twelve-month, or turn thou no more 
To ſeek a Living in our Territory. 

Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our Hands, 


Till thou canſt quit thee by thy Brother's Mouth, 


Oli. Oh that your Highneſs knew my Heart in this: 


I never lov'd my Brother in my Life. 


Duke. More Villain thou. Well, puſh him out of Doors, 


And let my Officers of ſuch a Nature 


Make an Extent upon his Houſe and Lands: 


Do this expedicntly, and turn him going. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Il The Pr. 
Enter Orlando, 


Orla. Hang there my Verſe, in witneſs of my Love; 


And thou thrice Crowned Queen of Night ſurvey, 
With thy chaſt Eye, from thy pale Sphere above, 


Thy Huntreſs Name, that 1 Lite doth ſway. 


O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Books, 
And in their Barks my Thoughts 111 character, Tha 
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That every Eye, which in this Foreſt looks, 
Shall ſee thy Virtue witneſs d every where. 
Run, run, Orlando, carve on every Tree, | 
The fair, the chaſt, and unexpreſſive ſhe, LExiz. 
| Enter Cerin and Clown. | | 
Cor. And how like you this Shepherd's Life, Mr. Touch - 
me? EY Cs 
PP Clown, Truly, Shepherd, in reſpec of it ſelf, it is a good 
Life; but in reſpect that it is a Shepherd's Life, it is naught. 
In reſpe& that it is ſolitary, I like it very well; but in 
reſpect that it is private, it is a very vile Life. Now in 
reſpect it is in the Fields, it pleaſeth me well; but in re- 
ſpect it is not in the Court, it is tedious. As it is a ſpare 
yo Life, look you, it iits my Humour well; but as there is 
no more Plenty in it, it goes much againſt my Stomach. 
Has't any Philoſophy in thee, Shepherd? 
Cor. No more, but that I know the more one ſickens, 
the worſe at eaſe he is: And that he that wants Mony, 
Means, and Content, is without three good Friends 
That the Property of Rain is to wet, and Fire to burn : 
That good Paſture makes fat Sheep; and that a great 
cauſe of the Night, is Lack of the Sun: That he that hath 
learned no Wit by Nature, nor Art, may complain of 
good Breeding, or comes of a very dull Kindred. 
C/own. Such a one is a natural Philoſopher. 
Was't ever in Court, Shepherd? | 
Cor. No truly. 5 
Clown, Then thou art Damn'd. 
| Cor. Nay, I hope GET wn | 
-xeunt. _ _ Clown. Truly thou art Damn'd, like an ill-roafted Egg, 
all on one fide, * „ | 
Cor. For not being at Court? Your reaſon. 
Clomn. Why, if thou never waſt at Court, thou nev 
_ ſaw'ſt good Manners; if thou never ſaw'ſt good Manners, 
ove; then thy Manners muſt be wicked; and Wickedaeſs is Sin, 
a Sin is Damnation: Thou art in a parlous State, Shep- 
| rd. | | 4 Fj . 
Cor. Not a whit, Touchſtone : Thoſe that are good Man- 
ners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Ccuntry, as the 


Behay iour of the Country is moſt mockable at the Court. 
That L 5 . 


You 
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You told me, you Salute not at the Court, but you Kiſs 
your Hands; that Courteſie would be uncleanly, if Cour: 
tiers were Shepherds. 
Clown. Inſtance, briefly : come, inſtance, | 
Cor. Why, we are handling our Eves, and their 
Fels, you know, are From | 
Clown. Why, do not your Courtiers Hands ſweat? And 
is not the Greaſe of Mutton as wholſome as the Sweat of a 
Man? Shallow, ſhallow; a better Inſtance, Tay: Come. 
Cor. Beſides, our Hands are hard. 
Clown. Your Lips will feel them the ſooner. Shallow 
again: A more ſounder Inftance, come. 
Cor. And they are often tarr d over with the ſurgery of 
our Sheep; and would you have us kiſs Tar? The Cous- 
tiers Hands are perfumed with Civet. 
Clown. Moſt ſhallow, Man : Thou Worms-meat, in re- 
ſpect of a good piece of Fleſh indeed; learn of the Wiſe 
and Perpend ; Civet is of a baſer birth than Tar; the 
. he uncleanly Flux of a Cat. Mend the rote Shep- 
herd. 
Cor. You have too Courtly a Wit for me; I'll reſt. 
Clown. Wilt thou reſt damn'd ? God help thee, ſhallow 
Man; God make inciſion in thee, thou art raw. 
| Cor. Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earn that I eat; get 
that I wear; owe no Man Hate, envy no Man's Happi- 
neſs; glad of other Mens goed, content with my harm ; 
and the greateſt of my Pride is, to ſee wy Ewes graze, 
and my Lambs ſuck. 
| Clown. That is another ſimple Sin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get your 
Living by the Copulation of Cattle, to be a Bawd to a 
Bell-weather, and to betray a She-Lamb of a Twelye- 
month to a crooked Pated old Cuckoldly Ram, out of all 
reaſonable Match. If thou be'ſt not Damn'd for this, the 
Devil himſelf will have no Shepherds; I cannot ſee how 
thou ſhould'ſt ſcape. 
Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, wy new Miſtreſs 
mn. 
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Enter Roſalind with a Paper. 
Roſ. From the Eaſt to Weſtern Inde, 
Noe Fewel is like Roſalind, 

Her Worth being mounted on the Wind, 

Through all * World bears Roſalind. 
All the 2 farreſt Lind, 

Are but black to Roſalind; 
| Tet no Face be kept in mind, 

But the Face of Roſalind. 


Cle. I'll Rhime you Þ, eight Years together ; D aners; 
and Suppers, and ſleeping Hours excepted: It is the right 


Butter- womens rank to — 


Roſ. Out Fool. 
_ Cho. For a taſte, 


If a Hart doth lack a ; Hind, 
Let him ſeek out Roſalind. 
If the Cat will after Kind, _ 
Ss be ſure will Roſalind, 
Winter Garments muſt be 4% 
So muſt ſlender Roſalind. 
They that Reap muſt ſheaf and bind, 
Then to Cart with R. ſalind. 
Sweeteſt Meat hath ſowreſt R ind, 
Such a Nut is Roſalind. 
He that ſweeteſt Roſe will find, 


Muſt find Loves prick, and Roſalind. 


This i is the very falſe gallop of Verſes; why do you iofe& 
your ſelf with them? | 
Rof. Peace, you dull Fool, I found them on a Tree. 
Clo. Truly, the Tree yields bad Fruit. 
Rof. I'll graff it with you, and then 1 ſhall graff it with 
a Medler; that it will be the earlieſt Fruit i'th' Count 
for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and that's the 


right Virtue of the Medler. 


Cle. You have ſaid ; but whether wiſely or no, let the 
Re * | 


| Enter 
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dee Celia with a Writing. 
Roſ. Peace, here comes my Siſter reading, ſtand aſide. 


Cel. Why ſhonld this a Deſart be? 
For it is unpeapled. No; 
Tongues I'll hang on every Tree, 
That ſhall civil Sayings ſhow. 
Some, how brief the Life of Man 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 
That the ſtretching of a Span, 
Buckles in his ſum of Age, 
Some of violated Vows. 
 *Twixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 
But upon the faireſt Boughs, 
Or at every Sentence End, 
Will I Roſalinda write; 
Teaching all that read. to know 
This Quinteſſence of every 
Heaven would in little 
Therefore Heaven Nature charg'd, [EE 
That one Body ſhould be fill d 
With all Graces wide enlarg'd; 
5 "Roms preſently diftilPd 
Helen's Cheeks, but not her Heart, 
Cleopatra's Ma jej; 
Atalanta's better Part; 
Sad Lucretia's Moadeſty. 
Thus Roſalind of many parte, 
By heav'nly Synod was devis d, 
Of many Faces, Eyes aud Hearts, 
Typ havethe touches deareſt prix d. 
Heavn would that ſhe theſe Gifts ſhould have, 
And I to live and die her Slave, 


Roß O moſt gentle Zupiter ! what tedious Homily of 
Love have you wearied your Pariſhioners withal, and ne- 
ver cry d, Have Patience, good People? 


Cel. How now, back Friends! Shepherd go off a lie: 
Go with him, ** | 


Cle. 
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Cle. Come, Shepherd, let us make an Honourable 
Retreat, tho not with Bag and gage, yet with Serip 
and Scrippage. Ex. Cor. and Clown. 

Cel. Didft thou hear theſe Verſes? | 

Roſ. O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for ſome 
of them had in them more Feet than the Verſes would 
bear, 

Cel. That's no matter; the Feet might bear the Verſee, 

Roſ. Ay, but the Feet were lame, and could not bear 
themſelves without the Verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely 
in the Verſe. - 

Cel. But didſt thou hear without wondring, how thy 
Name ſhould be hang d and cary'd upon theſe Trees? 

Roſ. I was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, before 


you came: For look here what I feund-on a Palm-tree 3 


I was never ſo berhimed ſince Pythagoras's time, that I 

was an Iriſo Rat, which I can hardly 
Cel. Tro you 'who hath done this? 
 Rof. Is it a Man? 


Cuil. And « Chain tht you once wore dun ks Neck: | 


Change you Colour? 


Roſ. 1 prethee who? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter foe Friends to 
meet; but Mountains may be removed with Earth- 
quakes and ſo encounter. | 

Rof. Nay, but who is it? 

Cel. Is it poſlible? | 

Rof. Nay, I prethee now, with moſt petitionary vehe: 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt wonderful won- 
derful, and yet again wouderful, and after that out of all 
hooping. 

Rof. Good my Complexion, doſt thou think, though 


1 am capariſon'd like a Man, I have a Doublet and a Hoſe | 


in my Diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, is à South 
Sea of diſcovery. I prethee tell me, who is it, quickx- 
ly, and ſpeak apace? I would thou could'ſt ftammer, 


that thou might'ſt pour this eoncealed Man out of thy 


Mouth, as Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd Bot- 
tle; either too much at once, or none at all, I prethee 
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take the Cork out of thy Mouth, that I may drink thy 


tidings. 
Cel. So you may put a Man in your Belly. 
Roſ. Is he of God's making? What manner of Man? 


Is his Head worth a Hat? or his Chin worth a Beard? 


Cel. Nay, he hath but a little Beard. _ | 
Ref. Why God will ſend more, if the Man will be thank- 


fulz let me ſtay the growth of his Beard, if thou delay 


me not the knowledge of his Chin. 
Cel. It is young Orlando, that trip'd up the Wreftler's 


Heels, and your Heart both in an inftant. 


Roſ. Nay, but the Devil take mocking ; SES fad Brow, 
and true Maid. | 

Cel. V'faith. Coz, tis he. 

Roſ. Orlando! 

Cel. Orlando. 

| Rof. Alas the day, what ſhall 1 do with my Doublet and 


| Hoſe? What did he when thou faw'ft him? What ſaid he? 
How look'd he? Wherein went he? What makes he here? 


Did he ask for me? Where remains he? How parted he 


with thee? and when on thou ſee him again ? Anſwer 


me in one word. 
Cel. You muſt borrow me Gargantus* s Mouth firſt; *tis 
a Word tos great for any Mouth of this Age's fize: To 
fay ay and no to theſe Particulars, i is more than to anſwer 
techiſm. 
"= doth he know that I am in this Foreſt, and i in 


| Man's Apparel? Looks he as freſhly as he did the day he 
wreſtled? 


Cel. It is as eaſie to count Atoms as to reſolve the Pro- 
poſitions of a Lover? but take a taſte of my finding him, 
and reliſh it with good obſervance. I found him under a 


Tree like a dropp d Acorn. 


Rof. It may well be call'd Fove's Tree, when it drops 


ſortk ſuch Fruit. 


Cel. Give me Audience, good Madam. 


| Ref. Proceed. 


Cel. The by he . dog like . wounded 


Knight, 


Ro, 
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Rof. Tho it be pity to ſee ſuch a ſight, it well becomes 


the Ground. 
Cel. Cry holla, to thy Tongue, I prethee; it curyets 


5 unſcaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a Hunter. 


Roſ. O ominous, he comes to kill my Heart. 
Cel. I would fing my Song without a burthen, thou 
bring me out of tune. 
Roſ. Do you not know Lon a Woman, when I think 
I muſt : Sweet, fa 
Enter Or 
Cel. You bring me out. "Soft, comes he not here? 
Roſ. Tis he, {link . and note him. 5 
1 — r your Company; 
1841 lief weed, ka 4 ſelf alone 3 hood _ 
Orla. And ſo had I; bat yet, for faſhion oe, 
I thank you too, for your Society. 
| Faq. God b'w' you, let's meet as little as we can. 
Orla. I do defire we may be better Strangers. 


. Pray 2 _ no more Trees with writing | 


o and Jaques. 


Orka. 1 pray you "mary no more of my Verſes with 
reading them ill-fayouredly. 


24 a your Loves name ? 


fag. I 40 — like . ** 

Orla. There was no t g you when the 

was Chriſten'd. | 
Faq. What Stature is the of? 


Orla. Juſt as Ii 3 * 2 
| : You arc ve you not 
= eee 
SL — 
4. Not wer 
Na 


aq. You have a nimble Wit; I think it was made of 
Atalants's Heels. Will you fit down with me, and we 


| two will rail againſt our Miſtreſs the World, and all our 


Orls I wil cide ne Beaker in he Vorldbu my ſelf, 
againſt whom 1 know no faults, © 


Faq. 


orks. Very well, what would you? 


* 
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Faq. The worſt fault you have, is to be in Love: 
Orla. Tis a fault I will not change for your beſt Vir-- 
tue; I am weary of ou. 1 0 
Faq. By my troth, I was ſeeking for a Fool, when I 
found you. ; VV 
Orla, He is drown'd in the Brook, look but in, and 
you ſhall ſee him. 3 EY B 
aq. There I ſhall ſee mine own Figure. 
Orla. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cypher. 
Jag. Ill ſtay no longer with you; farewel, good Sig- 
nior Love. | 5 [ Exits 
Orla. 1 am glad of your Departure: Adieu, good Mon- 
fieur Melancholy. | EIN: 
Ro. I will ſpeak to him like a ſawcy Laquey, and un- 
der that Habit play the Knave with him: Do you hear, 
Foreſter. e 7 


 Rof. I pray you, what ist a Clock? 
Orla. You ſhould ask me what time o'day; there's no 
Clock in the Foreſt. . 
Roſ. Then there is no true Lover in the Foreſt. elſe ſigh- 
ing every minute, and groaning every hour, would detect 
the lazy Foot of Time, as well as a Clock. © 
Orla. And why not the ſwift Foet of Time? Had not 
that been as proper? VF 
Rof. By no means, Sir: Time travels in divers Paces, 
with divers Perſons; I'll tell you who Time ambles with- 
al, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
and who he ſtands ſtill withal. "LAG 
Orla 1 prethee, wkom doth he trot withals?;ʒ 
Ro/. Marry, he trots hard with a young Maid, be- 
tween the Contract of her Marriage, and the Day it is 
Solemniz'd : If the interim be but a ſennight, Time's 
pace is ſo hard that it ſeems the length of ſeven years. 
Orla. Who ambles Time withal? H | | = 
Rof. With a Prieſt that lacks Latin, and a. rich Man 
that hath not the Gout ; for the one ſleeps eaſily be- 
cauſe he cannot ſtudy, and the other lives merrily, be- 
cauſe he feels no Fain: The one lacking the burthen 
of lean and waſteful Learning ; the other _— no 
RES: 
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burthen of heavy tedious Penury. Theſe Time ambles 


withal. 
Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal? 


Rof. With a Thief to the Gallows: For though he go 


as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinks himſelf too ſoon there. 


Orla. Whom ſtays it withal? 

Rof. With Lawyers in the Vacation; for they ſleep be- 
tween Term and Term, and then they Fire not how 
Time moves. 


Orla Where dwell you you pretty y Youth? | 


Roſ. With this Shepherdels, my Siſter; here in the Skirts 


of the Foreſt, like Fringe upon a Petticoat. 


Orla. Are you Native of this Place? 

— As the Cony that you ſee dwell where ſhe i is kind- 

Orla. Your Accent is ſomething finer, than you could 
purchaſe in fo removed a dwelling. 

Ref. I have been told ſo of many; but indeed an old re- 
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to ſpeak, who was in his 
Youth an Inland Man, one that knew Courtſhip too well; 
for there he fell in Love. I have heard him read many 
Lectures againſt it, I thank God, I am not a Woman, to 
Le tcuch'd with fo many giddy Offences as he hath gene 
rally rax'd their whole Sex withal. 

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal Evils that 
he laid to the Charge of Women ? 

Ro There were none Principal. they were all like one 
another, as half pence are; every one's fault ſeeming mon- 


ſtrous, till his fellow fault came to match it. 


Orla. I prethee recount ſome of them. 

Roſ. No; I will not caſt away my Phyfick, but on thoſe 
that are Sick. There is a Man haunts the Foreſt, that 
abuſes our young Plants with carving Roſalind on their 
Barks; hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Eiegies on Bram- 
bles; all, forſooth, deifying the Name of Roſalind. It I 
could meet that Fancy-m monger, I would give him fome 
good Counſel, for he ſeems to have the — of Lore 

upon him. 


Orla. I am he that is fo Love-ſhak'd; I pray you, tell 
Roſ. 


me your Raney. 


trements, as loving your ſelf, than ſeeming the Lover of 


d confeſs ſhe does; that is one of the Points, in the 


85 in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the Verſes on the 
Trees, wherein Roſalind is fo admired? 
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| Rof. There is none of my Unkle's Marks upon you; ke 
ht me how to know a Man in Love; in which Cage 

of Ruſhes, I am ſure you are not Priſoner. 
Orla. What were his Marks? 
Roſ. A lean Cheek, which you have not; a blue Eye 
and ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable Spirit, 
which you have not; a Beard neglected, which you have 
not; bur I pardon you for that, for fimply your having 
no Beard, is a younger Brother's Revenue; Then your 
Hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your Bonnet unbanded, your 
Sleeve unbutton'd, you Shoo untied, and every thing a- 
bout you demonſtrating a careleſs Deſolation; but you are 
no ſuch Man, you are rather Point device in your Accou- 


any other. 

- wu Fair Youth, I would I could make thee believe | 
Love. | 

| Rof. Me believe it? you may as ſoon make her that you 
love believe it, which I warrant fhe is apter to do, than 


which Women ſtill give the Lie to their Conſciences. But 


Orla. I ſwear to thee, Youth, by the white Hand of 
| Roſalmd, I am he, that unfortunate he. | 
81 But are you ſo much in Love, as your Rhimes 
* Neither Rhime nor Reaſon can expreſs how 
much. 5 | © 5 
Roſ. Love is meerly a Madneſs, and, I tell you, deſerves 
as well a dark Houſe, and a Whip; as mad Men do: And, 
the reaſon wiy they are not ſo puniſh'd and cured, is, 
that the Lunacy is to ordinary, that the Whippers are in 
love too: Let I profets curing it by Counſel. 
Orla. Did you ever cure any ſo? 
| Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. He was to imagine 
me his Love, his Miſtreſs: and I ſet him every day to 
woo me. At which time vrould I, being but a mooniſh 
Youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and li- 
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1 Tears, full of Smiles; for every Paſſion ſomething, and 
Cap for no Paſſion truly any thing, as Boys and Women are 
for the moſt part Cattle of this Colour; weuld now like 
him, now loath him; then entertain him, then forſwear | 
I him; now weep for him, then ſpit at him; that I drave 
Y this Suitor from his mad Humour of Love, to a livin 
LY Humour of Madneſs, which was to forſwear the full 
wing Stream of the World, and to live in a Nook meerly Mo- 
jy. naſtick; and thus I cur'd him, and this way will I take 
ao upon me to waſh your Liver as clear as a ſound Sheep's 
Heart, that there ſhall not be one Spot of Love in't. 


y Orla. I would not be cur'd, Youth. 
ccou- | Ref. I would cure you if you would but call me Roſa- 


lind, and come every Day to my Cote, and woo me. 
yer of Orla. Now by the Faith of * Love, I will; tell me 
where it is. „ 5 

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will ſhew it you; and by 
a+ vou © way you ſhall tell me where in the Foreſt you live: 

J Will you go? 8 
Orla. With all my Heart, good Youth. 5 
Roſ. Nay, nay, you muſt call me Roſalind: Come Sir, 


will you go? 
SCENE III. 

Clo. Come apace, Audrey, I will fetch up your 
Goats, Audrey 3 — Audrey, am I the Mia — 
Doth my ſimple Feature content ou? : 

Aud. Your Features, Lord warrant us; what Features? 

Clo. 1 am here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moſt 
capricious Poet honeſt Ovid was among the Gorhs. 
Faq. O Knowledge ill inhabited, worſe than Fove in 2 
Tharch't Houſe. 73 

Clo. When a Man's Verſes cannot be underſtood, nor a 
imagine Man's good Wit ſeconded with the forward Child, Under- 
day to ftanding ; it ſtrikes a Man more dead than a great Reckon- 
nooniſh | ing in a little Room; truly, I would the Geds had made 
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__ Clo. No truly; or the trueſt Poetry is the moſt feigning, 


make me honeſt. 


pere to put good Meat into an unclean Diſh. 


ſlagger in this Attempt; for here we have no Temple but 


 faid, many a Man knows no End of his Goods; right: 


no, no, the nobleſt Deer hath them as huge as the Raſ- 
cal: ls the ſingle Man therefore bleſſed? No. As a wall'd 
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And. I do not know what Poetical is; is it honeſt in ill 

Deed and Word; is it a true thing ? 

and Lovers are given to Poetry; and what they twear in 


Poetry, may be ſaid as Lovers, they do feign. 
Aud. Do you wiſh then that the Gods had made me 


Poetical? 


Clo. I do truly; for thou ſwear'ſt to me thouart honeſt: 
now if thou wert a Poet, I might have ſome hope thou 


Aud. Would you not have me honeſt? on. 

Clo No truly, unleſs thou wert hard- favour d; for Ho- 
neſty coupled to B-auty, is to have Honey a Sauce to 
Sugar. 8 | | | 
Faq. A materia! Fool. 


| Aud. Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 
Clo. Truly, and to caſt away Honeſty upon a foul Slut, 


Kip I am not a Slut, though I thank the Gods I am 
Co Well, praiſed be the Gods for thy Foulneſs; Sluts 
tiſhiefs may come hereafter: But be it as it may be, I 
will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir O. 
liver Mar-text, the Vicar of the next Village, who hath 
promis'd to meet me in this Place of the Foreſt, and to. 
couple us. | FE 
Faq. 1 would fain ſee this Meeting. 
Aud. Well, the Gods give us Joy. | 
Clo. Amen. A Man may, if he were of a fearful Heart, 


the Wood, no Aſſembly but Horn-beafts, But what tho? 
Courage. As Horns are odious, they are neceſſary. It is 


many a Man has good Horns, and knows no End of 
them. Well, that is the Dowry of his Wife, tis none of 
his own getting; Horns? even ſo—— poor Men alone 


Town is more worthier than a Village, ſo is the Fore- 


e of 
Ce 


ald 


or e- 


head of a married Man more henourable that the bare 


Brow of a Batchelor; and by how much Defence is bet- 


ter than ne Skill, ſo much is a Horn more precious than 
to want. 72 1 „„ 
8 Enter Sir Oliver Mar- tet. 3 


Here comes Sir Oliver: Sir Oliver Mar. text, you are well | 
met. Will you diſpatch us here under this Tree, or ſhall, 


we go with you to your Chappel. | | 
Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the Woman? 
Clo. Iwill not take her on Gift of any Man. 


Sir Oli. Truly ſhe muſt be given, or the Marriage is not 


lawful. | = | 
Proceed, proceed! Tl give her. 
. Good Even, good Maſter What ye call: How do 
you Sir, you are very well met: Godild you for your laſt 
Company, I am 
Hand here Sir: Nay; pray be covered. 
aq. Will you be married, Motley? 


Clo. As the Ox hath his Bow, Sir, the Horſe his Curb, 


and the Falcon his Bells, fo Man hath his Deſire; and as 
Pigeons bill, fo Wedlock would be nibling. SS 


Faq. And will you, being a Man of your Breeding, He 
married under a Buſh like a Beggar? Get you to Church, 


and have a good Prieſt that can tell you what Marriage is; 
this Fellovy will but join you together as they join Wain- 
ſcot, then one of you will prove a ſhrunk Pannel, and like 
Timber, warp, | 


Clo. I am not in the Mind, but I were better to be 


married of him than of another; for he is not like to 
marry me well; and not being well married, it will be a 
goed Excuſe for me hereafter to leave my Wife. 

Faq. Go thou with me. Fe Ty 
And let me counſel thee, 

Clo. Come, ſweet Audrey, . 
We muſt be married, or we muſt live in bawdry :- 


Farewell good Mr. Oliver; not O ſweet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver, leave me not behind thee: Bur wind away, be gone 


lay. will not to wedding with thee. 
Str Oli. Tis ho matter; ne'er a fantaſtical! Knave of 
them all ſhall flout me out of my Calling. [ Exernt. 
| Ee ne SCENE 
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glad to ſee you, even a Toy in 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Roſalind and Celia. 


8 Never talk to me, 1 will weep. 
Do 1 prethee, but yet have the Grace to confides 
char” Tos do not become a Man. 
- Rof. But have I not Cauſe to weep ? 
Cel. As good Cauſe as one would deſire, 
Therefore weep. 
Re. His very Hair 
Is of a diſſembling Colour. 
| ce. Something browner than Fulas's: 
, his Kiſſes are Fudass own Children, 
Ref. Tfaith kis Hair is of a good Colour. 
Cel. An excellent Colour: 
uu Cheſnut was ever the only Colour. 
And his Kiſling is is x ful of Santi 
Act e touch of holy 1 
Cel. He hath boothe © | 2 pair of chaſte Lips of Diana; 1 
Nun of Winter's Siſterhood kiſſes not more religiouſly 
the very Ice of Chaſtity is in them, 
|  _ Rof. But why did he (wear he would come this Morn- 
ing, and comes not? 
Cel. Nay, certainly there is no Truth i in him. 
Roſ. Do you think ſo? | 
Cel. Yes, I think he is not a Pick-purſe, nor a Horſe- 
ſtealer; but for his Verity in Love, I do think him as 
| concave as a cover d Goblet, or a worm-caten Nut. 
Roſ. Not true in Love? 
Cl. ves, when he is in, but I think he is not in. 
| Ro. You have heard him ſwear downright he was. 
Cel. Was, is not, is; beſides, the Oath of a Lover is no 
ſtronger than the Word of a Tapſter; they are both the 
| Confhirmer of falſe Reckonings; he attends here in the 
Foreſt on the Duke your Father. 
Roſ. I met the Duke Yeſterday, and had much queſtion 
with him: He askt me of what Parentage I was; | told him 
of as good as he; fo he laugh'd, and let me go. But what 
talk we of Fathers when there is ſuch a Maa as Orlando? 


ider 
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Cel. O that's a brave Man, he writes brave Verſes, ſpeaks 
brave Words, ſwears brave Oaths, and breaks them bravely ; 
quite travers athwart the Heart of his Lover, as a puiſny 
Tilter, that ſpurs his Horſe but on one Side, breaks his 
Staff like a noble Gooſe; but all's brave that Youth mounts, 
and Folly guides: Who comes here? Toes 

1 Enter Corin. | 

Cor. Miſtreſs and Maſter, you have oft enquir'd 
After the Shepherd that complain d of Love, 

Whom you faw 2 by me on the Turf, 
Praiſing the proud diſdaintul Shepherdeſs 
That was his Miſtreſs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him? | 

Cor. If you will ſee a Pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale Complection of true Love, 

And the red Glow of Scorn and proud Diidain; 
Go hence a little, and I ſhall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 0 

Roſ. O come let us remove, ME 

The Sight of Lovers feedeth thoſe in Love: 
Bring us to this Sight, and you ſhall fay 
Il! prove a buſie Actor in their Flay, {Exenm. 


SCENE V. 


Buer Silvius and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe do not ſcorn me, do not, Phebe; 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not fo 
In bitterneſs; the common Executioner, 8 
Vhoſe Heart th' accuſtom'd Sight of Death makes hard, 
Falls not the Ax upon the humbled Neck, 1 
But firſt begs Pardon: Will you ſterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody Drops? 

Ls Enter Roſalind, Celia and Corin. 

Phe. I would not be thy Executioner, 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tellſt me there is Murther in mine Eyes; 
Tis pretty ſure, and very probable, 
That Eyes that are the frail'lt and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward Gates on Atomics, _ 
V 
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Should be call'd Tyrants, Butchers, Murtherers, 
Now, I do noun on thee with all my Heart, 
And if mine Eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to {woon, why now, fall down, 
Or if thou can'ſt not, oh for Shame, for Shame, 

Lie not, to ſay mine Eyes are Murtherers. 

Now ſhew the Wound mine Eyes hath made in thee; * 
Scratch thee but with a Pin, and there remains 
Some Scar of it; lean but upon a Ruſh, 

The Cicatrice and capable Impreſſure 

Thy Palm ſome Moment keeps: But now mine Eyes 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 

Nor, I am ſure, there is no force i in Eyes 

| That can do hurt. 5 

Sil. O dear Phebe, | 

If eyer, as that ever may be near, 

' You meet in ſome freſh Cheek the Power of Fancy; 

Then ſhall you know the Wounds inviſible 

That Love's keen Arrows make. 

Phe, But till that time | 

Come not thou near me; and whes ther time comes, 
Afflict me,. with thy Mocks, pity me not, 

As ill that time I ſhall not pity thee, 

Roſ. And why I pray you, who might be your Mother, 
That you inſult, exult, and all at once 
Over the wretched ? What though you have no Beauty, 
As, by my Faith, I ſee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to Bed: 
| Muſt you be therefore — and pitileſs? 

Why what means this? Why do you look on me 
1 fee no more in you than in the Ordinary 
Of Nature's Sale. work? 'ods my little Life, 

I think ſhe means to tangle mine Eyes too: 

No Faith, proud Miſtreſs, hope not after it, 

Tis not your inky Brows, your black ſilk Hair, 
Your bugle Eye-balls, nor your Cheek of Cream 


That can entame my Spirits to your Worſhip. 


You focliſh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow key 
Like foggy South, puffing with Wind and Rain ? 
You are a thouland times a properer Man 


Than 


20 
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Than ſhe a Woman. Tis ſuch Fools as you 

That makes the World full of ill-fayour'd Children: 
'Tis not her Glaſs, but you that flatters her, 

And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelf more proper 

Than any of her Lineaments can ſhow her. 

But Miſtreſs, know your ſelf, down on your Kaees, 
And thank Heay'n, — for a good Man's Love; 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your Ear, 

Sell when you can, you are not for all Markets. 

Cry the Man Mercy, love him, take his Offer, 
Foul is moſt foul, being foul to be a Scofter: 

So take her to thee, Shepherd, fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet Youth, 1 pray you chide a Year together; 
] had rather hear you chide than this Man woo. 

Roſ. He's fall'n in love with your Foulneſs, and ſhe'll = 
Fall in love with my Anger. If it be fo, as faſt 
As ſhe anſwers thee with frowning Looks, I'll ſauce 
Her with bitter Werds: Why look you ſo upon me? 

Phe. For no Ill - will I bear you. 

Ro. I pray you do not fall in love with me, 

For I am falſer than Vows made in Wine; 

Beſides, I like you not. If you will know my Houſe, 
'Tis at the Tuft of Olives, here hard by: 

Will you go, Siſter? Shepherd, ply her hard: 

Come Siſter ; - herdeſs, look on him better, 


And be not tho all che World could ſee, 
None could e abusd in Sight as a 
Come, to our Flock. | E vit. 


Phe. Deed Shepherd, now I find thy Saw of Might, 
Who ever loy'd, that loy'd not at firſt Sight? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe! _—_ | 
Phe. Bah: What fay'ſt thou, Silvius? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. BY 
Phe. Why I am ſorry for thee, gentle 4 
Sil, Where-eyer Sorrow is, Relief would be 
If you do ſorrow at my Grief in Love, 
By giving Love, your Sorrow and my Griet 
ane 
P my Love; is not that ly? 
Sil. I would have you. * 
Loet. l. = Phe) 


2 2 
l - 2 . 2 
w — — 
; — LTP - — 
uh —_ 2 I 
— . * — — — _—— * 
- — I — 8 3 
_ 
. - 5 
4 b 4 1 ea ———> — od - ; 4 bo 
. K > 2 , 
* * 
. 


* 


6 


T 


2 >< a - 


*. 413 


r 
* - 
1 C 


4 ; 
[ 
2 
1 
$4 
if. 
, 
# 


r 


o - — 1 
ä 
1 \ 1 4 + X. : 


- Wc = iu 
=. „ 


a 
-* _—*. 


_— an” * a", 


o © 
— 
* — 
a ; 4 1 
* 3 
1 
J ** — 8 


266 As you Like it. 


Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ; 
But ſince that thou canſt talk of Love ſo well, 


And ſuch a Poverty of Grace attends it, 


To glean the broken Ears after the Man 
That the main Harveſt reaps: Loſe now and then 


And he hath bought the Cottage and the Bounds _ 
That the old Carlo! once was Mafter of. 


When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſe that hear: 
It is a pretty Youth, not very pretty; 


But ſure he's proud, and yet his Prove 8 bim; 
He'll wake a proper —— the beſt thing in him 


— } 


Did make Offence, his Eye did heal it up: 


In Parcels as I did, would have | qa near 
Io fall in Love with him; but for 11 


Phe. Why that were Covetouſneſs. 
And yet it is not that I. bear thee Love; 


Thy Company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 

I will endure; and I'll employ thee too: 

But do not look for further Recompence, 

Than thine own Gladneſs that thou art imploy'd. 
Sil. So holy and fo perfect is my Love, 


That I ſhall think it a moſt plenteous Crop 2 


A ſcattered Smile, and that Il live upon. 

Phe Know'ſt thou the Youth that ſpoke to me ere 
while?  -- 

Sil. Not very well, tut 1 have met him oft, 


Phe. Think not I love him, the' 1 ask for him; 
*Tis but a peeviſh Boy, yet he talks well, 
But what care I for Words? Yet Words do well, 


Is his Complexion; and faſter than his Tongue 


He is not very tall, yet for his Years he's tall; 
His Leg is but ſo fo, and yet tis well; 

There was a pretty Rednels in his Lip. 

A little riper, and more luſty red 

Than that mix'd in his Cheek ; *twas m the Difference 
Betwixt the conſtant Red and mingled Damask. 
There be ſome Women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 


I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more Cauſe to hate him than to loye him: 
3 | 


He ſaid mine Eyes were black, and my Hair black, 
And now I am remembred, ſcorn d at me; 
I marvel why | anſwer'd not again, 5 
But that's all one; Omittance is no Quittance. 
T1! write to him a very taunting Letter, 
And thou ſhalr bear it, wilt thou, Silvius? 

Sil. Phebe, with all my Heart. 

Phe. I'Il write it ſtraight; | 
The Matter's in my Head, and in my Heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort: 
Go with me, Silvius. | 


"ACT IV. SCENE I 
| SCENE The bref. 155 
Enter Roſalind, Celia and Jaques. 


71 Prithee, pretty Youth, let me be better acquaint J 


ed with thee. 5 
Roſ. They ſay you are a melancholly Fellow. 
aq. | am fo; I do love it better than Laughing. 


Roſ. Thoſe that are in Extremity of either, ace abomi- 


nable Fellows, and betray themſelves to every modern 
Cenſure, worſe than Drunkards. 5 | 
Faq. Why, 'tis good to be ſad, and ſay nothing. 
Ref Why then tis good to be a Poſt. 
| Faq. I have neither the Scholars Melancholly, which 


is Emulation; nor the Muſicians, which is fantaſtical; 


nor the Courtiers, which is proud ; nor the Soldiers, which 


is ambitious; nor the Lawyers, which is politick; nor 
the Ladies, which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is all 
theſe; but it is a Melancholly of mine own, compound- 


ed of many Simples, extracted from many Objects, and 


indeed the ſundry Contemplation of my Travels in 
which my often Rumination wraps me in a moſt hu- 


morous Sadneſs, _ 5 . 
| Rof. A Traveller! by my Faith you have great Reaſon 


to be fad: I fear you have fold your own Lands, to ſee o- 
PT e SE 


, 
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[Exeunt. 


| 
| 
| 
; 
| 
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Ther Mens; then. to have ſeen much, and to have nothing, 
s to have rich Eyes and poor Hands. 
Faq. Yes, I have gin d Experience. 
| | IS. Enter Orlando. : | 
 Rof. And your Experience makes you fad: I had rather 
have a Fool to make me merry, than Experience ta make 
me jad, and to travel for it too. A 
Orla. Good Day, and Happineſs, dear Roſalind. 
Faq. Nay, then God b'w'y you, and you talk in blank 


Verſe. | 5 Exit. 
Roſ. Farewel, Monſieur Traveller; look you liſp, and 
Wear Suits; diſable all the Benefits of your own. 


Country; be out of love with your Nativity, and almoſt 
chide God for making you that Countenance you are, or 
I will ſcarce think you have ſwam in a Gondallo. Why 
how now Orlando, where haye you been all this while ? 

You a Loyer? And you ſerve me ſuch another Trick, ne- 
ver come in my Sight more. _ Es 
otra. My fair Roſalind, I come within an Hour of my 
Promiſe. | 5 5 3 
Rof. Break an Hour's Promiſe in Love? He that will di- 
vide a Minute into a thouſand Parts, and break but a Part 
of the thouſandth Part of a Minute in the Affairs of Love, 
it may be {aid of him, that Capid hath clapt him o'th' 
Shoulder, but I'll warrant him Heart-whole. 3 
Orla. Pardon me, dear Reſalind. 
Roſ. Nay, and you be ſo tardy, come no more in my 
Sight, I had as lief be woe'd of a Snail. 

Orla. Of a Snail? e 5p 
Roſ. Ay. of a Snail; for tho' he comes ſlowly, he car- 

xies his Houſe on his Head: A better Jointure, 1 thiok, 
than you make a Woman; belides he brings his Deſtiny 
with him. | OT NO TOR 

Orla. What's that? „ 
RNeoſ. Why Horns; which ſuch as you are fain to be behol- 
ding to your Wives for; but he comes armed in his 
Fortune, and prevents the Slander of his Wife. 3 
Orla. Virtue is no Horn- maker; and my Ruſalind is vir- 


£uous. | 
| . And I am your Rofalinds 2 


with the Cramp was drown'd; "3 the fooliſh 
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Col. It pleaſes him to call you ſo; but he hath a Roſa-- 
ind of a better Leer than you. 

Ref Come, woo me, woo me; for now Lam in aHo-- 
lyday Humour, and like enough to conſent: What would: 


you. ſay to me now, and I were your a, very ** 


Orla. I would kiſs babar I 


Roſ. Nay, you were better ; wo firſt, and when you 
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take Occafi- | 
on to kiſs. Very good Orators, when they are out, they 
will ſpit; and for Lovers lacking, God warn us, matter, 


the cleanlieſt Shift is to kiſs. 
Orla. How if the Kiſs be denied? 


Rof. Then ſhe puts you to Entreaty, and tire begins 


new Matter. 


7 4 Who could be out, being before his beloved Mi- 
Tres? - © 


RV Marry that ſhould you if I were your Miſtreſs, or 
I ſbould think my Honeſty ranker than my. Wit. 
Orla. What of my Suit? 


Ro. Well, in her Perſon, I ſay 1 will not have you. 
Orla. Then in mine own P I die. 
Roſ. Ne faith, die by Attorney; the poor World is al- 
moſt ſix thouſand Tears old, and in all this time there was 
not any Man died in his own Perſon, videtices, in a Love 


Cauſe: Troilus had his Brains daſh'd out with a Grecian - 


Club, yet he did what he could to die before, and he is one 


of the Patterns of Love. Leander, he would have liv'd 
many a fair Year, tho' Hers had turn'd Nun, if it had not 
been for a hot Midſummer-Night; for, good Youth, he 


went but forth to waſh in the Helleſpont, and _ taken 
hron'- 


clers cf that Age found it was Hero of Sefles, But theic 
are all Lies; Men have died trom time to time and Worms 
have eaten them, but not for Love. 


M 3 * Orla 


Nef. Not out of your Apparrel, and yet out of your” 
_ Suit, | 
Am not I your ar Roſalind? 


Orla. I take ſome Joy to ſay you are, becauſe I would 
be talking of her. 
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Orla. I would not have my right Reſalind of this Mind, 
for I proteſt her Frown might kill me, 
Nef. By this Hand it will not kill a Flie; but come now, 
I will be your Roſalind in a more coming-on * ; 
and ask what ou will, I will — it. 
Orla. Then love me, Roſalin 
KNoſ. Yes faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all 
| = I r me? - 
4 What ſay ſt AY 
 Rof. Are you * ? 
Orla. ths ſo. * 
Ref. Why tha, can age defire too much of a good 
thing? Come, Siſter, you ſhall be the Prieſt, and marry 
us. Give me your Hand, Orlas ds: What do you _ 
Siſter? | 
Orla. Pray thee marry WM 
| Cel. I cannot ſay the Words, 
Roſ. You muſt begin, Will abr ou Orlando = 
1 Go to; will you Orlan have to Wite this 5 
Orla. I will. 
Roſ. Ay, but when? FT 
Orla. Why now, as faſt as ſhe can marry us. 
- you muſt fay, I take thee Roſalind for 
Wi 
Orla. I take thee Roſalind for Wife. 
| RV I might ask you for your Commiſſion, | 
But I do take thee Orlando tor my Husband : There's 4 
oa goes before the Pricſt, and certainly a Woman's 
5 — runs before her Actions. 
"= So do all Thoughts; they are . 
| Ref Now tell me 3 * wo have her, of- 
1 ter you have poſſeſt her. 
Orla. For ever and a Day. 
Roſ Say a Day without the ever: No, no, Orlande, Men 
are April when they woo, December when they wed: Maids 
are May when they are Maids, but the Sky changes when 
they are Wives; Iwill be mere of thee than a Barbary 
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Cock. Pigeon over his Hen, more clamorous than a Parrot 
againſt Rain; more new-fangled than an Ape; more giddy 
in my Defires than a Monkey; I will weep for nothing, 
like Diana in the Fountain, and I will do. that when you 
are diſpos d ro be merry; I will laugh like a Hyen, and 
that when you are inclin'd to ſleep. 
Orla. But will my Roſalind do ſo? 
| Rof. By my Life the will do as I do. 
Orla. O but ſhe is wiſe. 5 
Ro/. Or elſe ſhe could not have the Wit to do this; the 
wiſer, the way warder: Make the Doors faſt upon a Wo- 
man's Wit, and it will out at the Caſement; ſhut that, and 
till out at the Key-hole; ſtop that, it will fly with the 
Smoak out at the Chimney, _ TS | 
Orla. A Man that had a Wife with ſuch a Wit, he might 
fay, Wit whither wilt? = 
Ko Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your Wite's Wit going to your Neighbour's Bed. 
Orla. And what Wir could Wit have to excuſe that? 
Roſ. Marry to ſay, ſhe came to ſeek you there: You 
| ſhall never find her without her Anſwer, unleſs you take 
her without her Tongue. O that Woman. that cannot make 
her fault her Husband's occaſion, let her never nurſe her 
- Child. her ſelf, for ſhe will breed it like a Fool. 
Orla. For theſe two hours, Roſalmd, I will leave thee. 
Roſ. Alas, dear Love, I cannot lack thee two Hours. 
Orla. I muſt attend the Duke at Dinner, by two a Clock 
1 will be with thee again. 785 5 
Rof. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what 
you hor + ve, my Friends told me as much, and I 
thought no leſs; that flattering Tongue of yours won me; 
tis but one caſt away, and ſo come Death: Two o'th' 
Clock is your hour! OG IE 3» 
| Orla. Ay, ſweet Roſalind. : | 
Roſ. By my troth, and in good earneſt, and fo God 


% 


mend me, and by all pretty Oaths that are not dangerous 
if you break one jot of your Promiſe, or come one mi- 

nute behind your hour, I will think you the moſt pathe- 
_ tical Break-Promiſe, and the moſt hollow Lover, and the 
moſt unworthy of her you = Roſalind, that may be * 
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my Roſalind; fo adieu. 


your Head, and ſhew the World what the Bird hath done 
to her own Neſt. 


didſt know how many fathom deep l am in Love; but it 


tom, like the Bay of Portugal. 


7 begat of 8 conceiy'd of Spleen, and born of Mad- 
5 ws. 1 that blin 


am in Love; Il tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the 
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ſen out of the groſs Band of the Unfaithful; therefore be: 


ware my Cenſure, and keep your Promiſe. 
Orla. With no leſs Religion, than if thou wert indeed 


Ref. Well, Time is the old Juſtice that examines all 
ſuch Offenders, and let Time tr ry. Adieu. [Exit Orla, 
Cel. You have ſimply miſus d our Sex in your Love- 
prate : we muſt have your Doublet and Hoſe pluck'd over 


Roſ. O Coz, Coz, Coz, my pretty little Coz, that thou 
cannot be ſounded : My Affection hath an unknown bot- 
Cel. Or rather bottomleſs, that as faſt as you pour Af. 


fection in, it runs out. 
Roſ. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venus, that was 


raſcally Bo A that abuſes every ones Eyes, 
becauſe his own are out, let him be Judge, * deep I 


bght of ole =y find a Shadow, and ſigh till he 
wy" Aud Til fleep. 
SCENE II. 
Enter Jaques, Lords, and Foreſters; 
7. Which is be that kill'd the Deer? 


Tord. Sir, it was I. 
Faq. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Raman Con- 


1 


queror, and it would do well to ſet the Deer 's Horns upon 
his Head, for a branch of ViRtory have you no Song, | 


Foreſter, for this purpoſe? 
For. Yes, Sir. | 
aq. Sing it: Tis no mauer bove it be in Tune. n | 


: make Noiſe enough. 


Muck, Song. 
in bat ſhall he have that bill d the Deer + 
His Leather Skin and Horns to wear; 
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Then ſing him home, the reſt ſhall bear this burtben; 
Take thou no ſcomm to wear the Horn, 
It was a Creſt ere thou waſt born, 
_ Thy Father's Father wore it, 
And thy Father bore it. 
The Horn, the Horn, the luſly Horn, Ys 
L not a thing to laugh to Scorn. _ [Exennt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Roſalind and Celia. 


Vo How fy . _ is it not paſt two aClock? 
And here much Or 

Cel. I warrant you, with pure Lore and troubled | 
Brain, 


Enter Sylvius, 
He hath ta'en his Bow and Arrows, and is gone forth 
To ſleep: Look who comes here. 
Syl. My Errand is to you, fair Youth, 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: 
I know not the Contents, but, as I gueſs, 
By the ſtern Brow, and waſpiſh Action 
Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was Writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenure; _ me, 
I am but as a guiltleſe Mefle 25 
Rof. Patience her (elf w ſartle at this Lazer,” 
And play the Swaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She ſays 1 am not fair, that I lack Manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 
Were Man as rare as Phenix: Od's my will, 
Her Love is not the Hare that I did — 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? Well, Shepherd, well, 
This is a Leiter of your own device. 
Syl. No, I proteſt, | know not the Contents, 
Phebe did write it. 
Roſ. Come, come, you are a Fool, 
And turn'd into the extremity of Loye, 
1 faw her Hand, ſhe has a leathern Hand, 
A Free- ſtone coloured Hand; I verily did think 
That her old Gloves were on, but tat ber Hands; 
M 5 She 
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She has a Huſwife's Hand, but that's no matter; 
I lay, ſhe never did invent this Letter, 
| This i is a Man's Invention, and his Hand. 
Syl. Sure it is hers. 
 Rof. Why, tis a boiſterous and a cruel Srile, 
A Stile for Challengers; why, ſhe defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriſtian; Woman's gentle Brain 
Could not drep forth ſuch giant rude Invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Effect 
Than in their Countenance; will you hear the Letter? 
Hl. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's Cruelty. 
| Rof. She Phebes me, mark how the Tyrant writes, 
[Reads ] Art thou God, to Shepherd turn | 
That a Maiden's Heart hath burn d? 
Can a Woman rail thus. | 
Fyl. Call you this Railing? 
Roſ. [Reads] Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 
 Warr'ft thou with a Woman's Heart? 
Did you ever hear ſuch Railing? 
Whiles the Eye of Man did woo me, 
That could do no Vengeance 10 me. 
Meaning me a Beaſt. r 
If the Scorn of your bright Eyne 5 
Have power to raiſe ſuch 1 
Alack, in me, what ſtrang 
Would they work in mild 2 ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love, 
How then might your Prayers move? 
He that brings this Love to thee, 
Little knows that Love in me; 
And by him ſeal up thy Mind, 
Whether that thy Youth and Kind 
Mill the fauhful Offer take 
Of me. 8 
Or elſe by him my Love deny, 
And then Il auch how to die. 
Sy. Call you this chiding? 
Cel. Alas, poor Shepherd! 


Ref. Do you pity him? No, he deferyes no pity: wile 
thou 
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thou love ſich a Woman? What, to make thee an Inftru- 
ment, and play falſe Strings upon thee? Not to be endured ! 
Well, go your way to her, for I ſee Love hath made thee 
a tame Snake, and ſay this to her, That if ſhe love me, 1 
charge her to love thee: If ſhe will not, I will never have 
ber. unleſs thou entreat for her. If you be a true Lover, 
hence, and not a word; for here comes more Company. 
eo, „„ 55 [Exit Syl. 
5 5 Enter Oliver. 5 
Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know, 
Where in the Purlews of this Foreſt ſtands e 
A Sheep - cote, fenc'd about with Olive trees? 
Cel. Weſt of this place down in the Neighbour bottom, 
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring Stream | 
Left on your Right-hand, brings you to the place; 
But at this hour the Houſe doth keep it ſelf, | 
* 72 within. 5 
Oli. If that an Eye may profit by a Tongue, 
Then ſhould I — l . 
Such Garments, and ſuch Vears: The Boy is fair, 
Of female Faveur, and beſftows himſelf 
Like a ripe Siſter: But the Woman low, E 
And browner than her Brother. Are not you 
The Owner of the Houſe | did enquire for? 
Cel. It is no boaſt, being ask'd, to ſay we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that Youth he calls his Roſalind 
He ſends this bloody Napkin. Are you he? 
Ro. I am; what muſt we underſtand by this? 
Oli. Some of my Shame, it you will know of me 
What Man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This Handkerchief was ſtain d. 0 
Cel. I pray you tell it. 10 
Oli. When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a Promiſe to return again 1 rn 
Within an hour; and pacing through the Foreſt, 
Chewing the Food of ſweet and bitter Fancy, 
Lo what befel ! he threw his Eye altide, 
And mark what Object did preſent it fel —_ 
Under an od Od, hole Boughs were aud with Age 
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And high Top bald of dry Antiquity ; 


A wretched ragged Man, o'cr-grown with Hair, 
ing on his Back; about his Neck 

gre gilded Snake had wreath'd it (elf, 
Who with her Head, nimble in threats, approach'd 
The opening of his Mouth; but ſuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink d it ſelf, 
And with indented glides did lip away 
=, a Buſh, * 4 _— 3 7 — 

A Lioneſs, with Udders wn dry, 3 
When that the Man ſhould ſtir; for * tis | 
The Royal Diſpoſition of that Bealt 


| To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead; 


This ſeen, Orlando did approach the Man, 


And found it was his Brother, his elder Brother. 


| Cel. O I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame Brother. 


And he did — him the moſt OS, 
That vd mo Men. 


Oli. had wil he might ſo do, 
For 1 
Roſ. But to Orlando; A leave him there 


Food to the ſuck d and hungry Lioaeſs? 


Oli. Twice did he turn his Back, and purpose d ſo: 
But Kindneſs nobler ever than Revenge, F 
And Nature than bis juſt Occaſion, 


Made him give Battel to the Lioneſs: 


Who quickly fell before him, in which burtling 
From miſerable Shamber I awak'd. SY 
Cel. Are you his Brother ? 
Roſ. Was't you he reſcu d? 
Cel. Was't e that did fo oft contrive to kill him? 
Oli. *Twas 1; but tis not I; I det ſhame 


To tell you what I was, fince my Converſion 
| So fweetly taſtes, being the thing I am. 


' Rof. But for the bloody Napkin? 
Oli. By and by, 


| When from the firſt to laſt, Winne | 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath' * 
As how I came into that deſart Place; | 
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In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh Array and Entertainment, 


Committing me unto my Brother's Love, 
Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, 


There ſtrip'd himſelf, and here upoh his Arm 
The Lioneſs had torn ſome Fleſh away, 


Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cry d in fainting u R 


Brief, I recover d him, bound up bis Wound, 


And after ſome {mall ſpace, being firong at Heart, | 
He ſent me hither, Stranger as I am, 
To tell this Story, that you might excuſe 
His broken Promiſe, and to give this Napkin, 
Dy'd in his Blood, unto the Sherherd Youth 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind. 
Cel. Why, how now Gauimed, ſweet Ganimed? 
Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do look on Blood. 
Cel. There is no more in it: 3 
Oli. Lock, he recovers. 
Roſe I would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. | 
I pray you take him by the Arm. 
| Oli, Be of good cheer, . you a Man? 


You lack a Man's Heart, 

Rof. J do fo, 1 confels it. MF | 
Ah, Sirra, a body would think this was well countartble. 
ed, I pray you tell your Brother how well 1 counterfeit. 
ed: Heigh-ho! 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great Teſti 
mony in your Comp lexion, that it was paſſion of Earneſt. 

Rof. Counterfeit, 1 aſſure you. 

Ol, Well then, take a goed Heart, and counterfeit to 

be a Man. 


Ref. So I do: But t faith, 1 ſhould have been 4 Woman 
Tf Come, you look paler and paler; pray you d 


homewards; good Sir, go with us. 
1 Thar will I; for 1 muſt bear Anſwer back, | 
ou excuſe my Brother, Roſalind. 5 
| B00 ſhall deviſe — but 1 pray you commend 
my 2 to him: Will you go? N 
ACT 


we As you Like it. 


A ET V. SCENE I. 


SCEN E the Foreſt. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Clo. WE! ſhall find a time, Audrey; patience, gentle 


Aud. Faith the be Fl was good enough, for all the old 
Gentleman's ſaying. 

Clo. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver Audrey, a moſt vile Mar- 
tet. But Audrey, there i is a Youth here in the Foreſt lays 
claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who * tis; he hath no Intereſt in me 
in the World; here comes the Man you mean. 

- Enter William. 

Clo. It i is Meat and Drink to me fn Chas; by 
my troth, we that have good Wits have much to anſwer 
for: we ſhall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

Mul. Good Ev'n, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good Ev's, William. 

Will. And good Ev'n to you, Sir. 

Clo. Good Ev'n. gentle Friend. Cover thy Head, cover 
thy Head; nay, prethee be cover » How * are you, 
Friend? 

Will. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Clo. A ripe Age: Is thy Name William? 

Will. William, Sir. 

Clo. A fair Name. Was t born i'th' Foreſt here? 
Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God. 

Cle. Thank God: A good Anſwer: 

Art Rich? 

Wil Faith, Sir, 15 ſo. 1 
Clo. So, ſo, is very ent 5 

| and yer it is got; it is but fo, a go ey goods | 
Art thou wiſe? | 2. 

Vill. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty Wit. 5 | 
Qiu. Why, thou fay'ft well: I do now remember a Say- 
ing, The Foot Goth think he is ww, or a 

ows 
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knows himſelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Phileſopher, 
when he had a Deſire to eat a Grape, would open his Lips 
when he put it into his Mouth, meaning thereby, that 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. 
You do love this Maid? | 

Will. 1 do Sir. 

Cle. Give me your Hand: Art thou learned? 

Will. No, Sir. | 

Clo. Then learn this of me; To have, is to have. For 


it is a Figure in Rhetorick, that Drink being poured out 


of a Cup into a Glaſs, by filling the one doth empty the 
other. For all our Writers do conſent, that We is | he: ow 
ou are not ipſe; for I am he. 
Will. Which he, Sir ? 
- Clo. He, Sir, that muſt marry this Wenn; therefore 
you Clown, abandon; which is in the Vulgar, leave the 


Society; which in the Booriſh, is Company, of this Fe- 


male; which in the Common, is Woman; which together 
is, abandon the Society of this Female; or, Clown thou 
periſheſt ; or to thy Lone Underſtanding, dieſt; or, to 
wit, I kill thee, make thee away, tranſlate th Life i into 
Death, thy Liberty into Bondage; Iwill deal in Poiſon with 
thee, or in Baſtinado, or in Steel; I will bandy with thee 
in Faction, I will o'er-run thee with Policy, I will kill thee 


| a hundred and fifry ways; therefore tremble and depart. 


Aud. Do, good Wi jam. | 

Wi ill. God reſt you merry, Sir. [Exit, 
Enter Corin. 

5 Our Maſter and Miſtreſs ſeek you; come ae a 


C. Trip Audrey, trip Audrey L attend, 
att 


SCENE Il. 
| Enter Orlando and Oliver. | 
| Orla. Ist poſſible, that on ſo litile Acquaintance you 
ſhould like her? That, but ſeeing, you ſhould love her? 


And loving, woo? and wooing, ſhe ſhould grant? And 
will you perſevere to enjoy ber os, 
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Oli, Neither call the Giddineſs of it in jon, the 
Poverty of ber, the ſmall Acquaintance, my ſudden Woo- 
, nor her ſudden conſenting ; but fay with me, I love 
| ne; ſay with her, that ſhe OVEs me; conſent with both 
| that we Gs enjoy each other; it ſhall be to your good: 

For my Father's Houle, and all the — that was 
old Sir Rowland's, will I eſtate upon you, and here liveend: 


| dic a Shepherd. 
| Enter Roſilind. 

' Orls. You have my Conſent. 

Let your Wedding 7 to Morrow ; thither will 1 
— the Duke, and all's contented Followers: 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; far look * 
Here comes my Roſalind. 

Rof. God fave you, Brother. 

Oli. And you, fair Siſter, 

Ref Oh my dear 1 it grieves we to other 
wear thy Heart in a Scart. 
Orla. Ut is my Arm. 
Rof 1 thought thy Heart had been wounded with the 

| Claws of a Lion. 

Orla. Woundcd it is, but with the E of a Lady. 
No Did your Brother tell you how counterfeited to 
 ſwocn, — ſhew'd me your Handkerchief? 
Orla. Ay, and greater Wonders than that, 

Roſ. O, I know where you are: Nay, tis true: There 
| was neyerany thing ſo ſudden, but the Fight of two Rams, 
and Ceſar's Thrafonical Brag, of, I came, ſaw and over- 
came: For your Brother, and my Siſter, no ſooner met, 
but they look'd; no ſooner look d, but they loy'd ; no ſoon- 
er loy'd, but they ſigh'd; no ſooner figh'd, but they ask d 
one another the Reaſon; no ſooner knew the R , but 
they ſought the Remedy; and in theſe Degrees have they 
made a Pair of Stairs to Marriage, which they will climb 
| incontinent, or elſe be incontinent before Marriage; they 
are in the very Wrath of Love, and they will together. Clubs 
cannot part them. 

Orla. They ſhall be married to Morrow ; and I will bid 
the Duke to "he Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it is 


to look into Happineſs throngh another Maa's Eyes; 2 ſo 
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much the more ſhall 1 to Morrow be at the Height of 
Heart-Heavineſs, by bow much I ſhall think my Brother 
happy, in having what he wiſhes for. 
for Kala then to Morrow I cannot ſerve your Turn 

r Ro 5 

Orla. 1 xn live no longer by thinkin 

Roſ. I will w no longer with idle Talking. 
Know of me 3 now I ſpeak to ſome purpoſe, that 
I know you are a Gentleman of good Conceit. 1 ſpeak 
not this, that you ſhould bear a Opinion of my Know- - 
ledge; LACED I fay, I know what you are; neitherdo 
I labour for a greater than may in ſome little Mea- 
ſure draw a Belief from you to do your Fl good, andnot ' 
to grace me. Believe then, if you , that I can do 
ſtrange things; I have, ia ee Years old, con- 
verſt with a od is does an yet 
not damnable. If you do love Roſalind fo near the Heart, 
as your Geſture cries it out, when your Brother marries 4. 
liena you ſhall marry her. I know into what Streights 
of Fortune ſhe is driven, n | 
it appear not inconvenient to you, to ſet her before your 


Eyes to Morow ; Human as ſheis, and 1 Danger. 


Orla. Speak fl thou in ſober M 
Roſ. By my 8 FIR cho IU 
I am a Magician r gon 08. yu Bat Hong, 


bid yeur Friends: or if Married to , 
r | FN 
Euter Silvius and Phebe 
— dans me mach wage, 
Pie. Y. ou have done me m 3 N 
To ſhew the Letter that 1 wit to you. 
Rof. | care not if I have: It is my Study 
To ſeem deſpiteful and ungentle to you: 
You are there follow'd by a faithful x KEY 
Look upon him, love him; he  worſhips ou. 
Phe. Good 8 tell this Youth What 'tis to love; 
Sil, I is to be made all of Sighs and Tears, 5 
And fo am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganimed. 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. 
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Rof. And I for no Woman. | 88 
Sil. It is to be made all of Faith and Service; 
And ſo am] for Phebe. 5 
Phe. And 1 for Ganimed. 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. 
Rof. And I for no Woman. 
Sil. It is to be all made of Fantaſie, | 
All made of Paſſion and all made of Wiſhes, 
All Adoration, Duty and Obſervance, 3 
All Humbleneſs, all Patience, and Impatience, 
All Purity all Trial, all Obſervance; 4 
And fo am I for Phebe. | 
Phe. And ſo am I for Ganimed. 
Orla And ſo am I for R:ſalind. „ 
Ro/ And ſo am l for no Woman. 1 
Phe. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
Sil. It this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 
Orla. If this be ſo. why blame you me to love you? 
No Who do you ſpeak to, Why blame you me to 
Orla To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 
Roſ. Pray ycu no more of this; tis like the Howling of 
Triſh Wolves againſt the Moon; I. will help you if I can; 
I would love you if 1 could: To Morrow meet me all to- 
; 1 will marry you, if ever I marry Weman, and 
I be married to Morrow; 1 will fatisfy you, if ever I ſa- 
tisfy'd Man, and you ſhall be married to Morrow I will 
content you, if what pleaſes you contents you, and you 
mall be married to Morrow. As you love Roſalind meet, 
as you love Phebe meet, and as I love no Woman, I'll meet. 
So fare you well; I have left you Commands. 
Sil. I'll not fail, if I live. | 
Phe. Nor I. IN 3 
Orla. Nor E. 25 | [Exennt. 


SCENE in. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


| Cho. ToMorrowis the joyful Day, Audrey: to Morrow 
will we be married. | 5 1 


Aud. 


3 


Err 


As you Like it. 263 
Aud. I do defire it with all my Heart; and I hope it 
no diſhoneſt Deſire, to defire to be a Woman of the World. 
Here come two of the baniſh'd Duke's Pages. 
Enter two Pages. 
1 Page. Well met, honeſt Gentleman. 
Clo. By my troth well met: come, (it, fit, and a Song: 
2 Page. We are for you, fit ith' middle. 
1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawking, | 
or ſpitting. or faying weare hoarſe, whichare the only Pro- 
logues to a bad Voice, 
2 Page. V'faith, F faith, and boch in a Tune, like two 
Gypſies on a Horſe. 


2 


u was Lover and his Laſs, 

 _ With a hey and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

That o er the green ere ee did paſs :- 
In the Spring time; the pretty Spring _ 


Y When Birds do ſing. hey ding a ding, ding. 
Sweet Lovers love the Spring. 


And therefore take the ent time, 
With a hey, — px INE 
e 
In the Spring time, &c. 


Between the Acres of the Rye, 
Mit a hey, and a ho. and a hey nonino, 
e 

Spring time, &c i 
The Carrol they began that hour, 
Mb a bey, and a bo, and 4 bey nonine; 
How thet n | 
In the Spring time, &c. 


cls 1 Truly y young Gentlemen, though there was no 
matter in the Ditty, yet the Note was very un e. 


1 Page. You are deceir d. Sir, we kept Time, we loſt 


not our Time. 
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Clo. by my troth, yes: I count it but Time loft to bei 
ſuch a fooliſh Song. God b'w'y you, and God mend 


your Voices. Come, Audrey. Eren 
: SCENE Iv. 
Puter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Ofiver, 
r 


Duke Sen. Doſt thou believe, Orlando, that the Boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed? 8 
Orla. 1 ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not; 
As thoſe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 
| Enter Roſalind, Silvins, and Phebe. | 
Re Patience once more, whiles our Compact is urg'd: 
Tou ſay, if I bring in your Roſalind, [To the Duke. WM tb 
You will beſtow her on Orlando here? 1 "= 
Duke Sen. That would I, had 1 Kingdoms to give with W 8? 


r. 5 
Roſ And you fay you will have her when 1 bring her? E 
Eo rr ro EEE Os 
Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King. 
' Ref. You ſay you'll Marry me, if I be willing. [To Phe. 
Phe. That will I, ſhould I die the Hour aftcr. 


© But if you do refuſe to marry me, 
You'll give your ſelf to this moſt faithful Shepherd. 
Phe. So is the Bargain, IM 
| Rof. You ſay, that you'll have Phebe, if ſhe will? ; 
| 5 Iv Sylvius. 
Sil, The' to have her and Death were both one thing. 
Rof. I have promis id to make all this matter even; 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to gi _ Daughter; 
Tau, yours, _— 3 5 ter: e 
Keep you your word, m - H marry me; 
Or 4 e Rang me, to wed this Shepherd. SES 
Keep your word, Sylvius, that you 'H marry her, 
If ſhe refuſe me; and from hence I go - 
To make theſe Doubts all even. Ex. Roſ. and Celia. [ 
Dude Sen. I do remember in this Shepherd-Boy, 
Same lively Touches of my Daughter's Faygur. 


ou. 


= 
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Orla. My Lord, the firſt time that I ever ſaw him, 
Methought he was a Brother to your Daughter; 

But, my my good Lond, th's Boy is Foreſt born, 
And hath tutor'd in the Rudi ments 
Of * ws war by his Uncle, 
Whom he reports to be a great ician, 
Obſcured bs whe Circle of this Fore 

Enter Clown and Audrey. 

Faq. There is ſure another Flood toward, and theſe Cou- 
ples are coming to the Ark. Here comes a pair of very 
ſtrange Beaſts, which in all Tongues are call'd Fools. 

Clo. Salutation and Greeting to you all. 

Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the 
Motley minded Gentleman that I- have ſo often met in 
ie, WH the Foreſt : He hath been a Courtier he ſwears 

p Clo. If any Man doubt that, let him put me to my Pur- 
þ WH gation; 1 — trod a Meaſure, I have flatter d a Lady, I 

have been politick with my Friend, ſmooth with mine 
2 WH Enemy, I hare undone three Tailors, 1 have had "TO | 
io, W Quarrels, and like to have fought one. 
aq. And how was that ta en up? 
he, Clo. Faith we mer, and found the Quarrel was upon 
we k ſeventh Cauſe. 
I e 
| this Fellow. 
Duke Sen. I like him 


Clo. God'ild you, Vir, © tekre nt I preſs 
as, in here, Sir, among the reſt of e you Country Copulatives, 
A to ſwear, and to torſwear, according as Marriage binds, 
nnd Blood breaks: A poor Virgin, Sir, an ill-favour'd 
3 ＋ , Sir, but mine own, a poor Humour of mine, Sir, 
e that that no Man elſe will. Rich dwells 
ike a Miſer, Sir, in a poor Houſe, as your Pear 1in your 
toul Oyſter, * 
Dube Sew. By my Faith, he is ſwift and ſententious. 
1 According to the Fool” 's bolt, Sir, and ſuch duleet 
lia. 8 
Faq. But for de t. Cut hom did you find the 
Quarrcl on the ſeyent. Auſe? 


d 
in 


le. 7 8 F 55 Clo> 
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Clo. Upon a Lie ſeven times removed; (bear your Bo. 


dy more ſeeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did diſlike the 
Cut of a certain Courtier's Beard; he ſent me word, If 1 
ſaid his Beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it 
was: This is call'd the Retort Courteous. If 1 ſent him 
word again, it was well cut, he would ſend me word, he 
cut it to pleaſe himſelf. This is call d the Quip Modeſt, 
If again, it was not well cut, he diſabled my Judgment: 
This is call'd the Reply Churliſh. If again, it was not 
well cut, he would anſwer, I ſpake not true: This is call'd 
the Reproof Valiant. If again, it was not well cut, he 
would ſay, I lie: This is call'd the Countercheck Quar- 
relſome; And ſo the Lie Circumſtantial, and the Lie Di- 
Faq. And how oft did you ſay his Beard was not 
well cut? DE VV 
 _ Cle. I durſt go no further than the Lie Circumſtantial; 
nor he durſt not give me the Lie Direct, and ſo we mea- 
ſur'd Swords, and parted. „ 
Fag. Can you nominate in order now the degres of 
the Lie? HO 1 I. 
Clo. O. Sir, we quarrel in Print, by the Book; as you 
bave Books for good Manners. I will name you the De- 
grees. The firſt, the Retort Courteous; the ſecond, the 
Quip Modeſt; the third, the Reply Churliſh; the fourth, 
the * Valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck Quar- 
relſome; the ſixth, the Lie with Circumſtance; the ſe- 
venth, the Lie Direct. All theſe you may avoid, but the 
Lie direct; and you may avoid that too, with an If, I 
knew when ſeven Juſtices could not take up a Quarrel, 
but when the Parties were met themſelves, one of them 
thought but of an If; as, If you ſaid fo, then J ſaid ſo; 
and they ſhook Hands, and ſwore Brothers. Your lf is 
the only Peace-maker; much virtue in if, 
Fa. Is not this a rare Fellow, my Lord? He's good 
at any thing, and yet a Fol. 
| Duke Sen. He uſes his Folly like'a Stalking-Horſe, and 
under the Preſentation of that he s his Wit. g 
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Enter Hymen, Roſalind in Woman's Cloaths, and Celia. 
Still Muſick. 
Hym. Then is there Mirth in Heav'n, 
When earthly things made even 
Atone —_ 
Good Duke receive thy Daughter, 
Hy men from Heav'n brought her, 
2 Yea, brought her hither, 
That thou might ſt join her Hand with bis, 
Whoſe Heart within his Boſom is. 
Roſ. To you I give my ſelf; for J am yours. 7 
| A 1 My F [To the Duke. 
To you I give my ſelf; for I am yours. [Io Orlando. 
Duke Sen. If there be truth in ſight, you are my Daughter, 
Orla. If there be tiuth in fight, you are my Roſalmd. 
Phe. If ſight and ſhape be true, why then my Love adieu. 
Roſ. I'Il have no Father if thou be not he; 
Til have no Husband, if thou be not he; 
Nor ne er wed Woman, if you be not ſhe. 
 Hym, Peace hoa; I bar Confuſion: 


is I muſt make concluſion 


Of theſe moſt ſtrange Events: 
Here's eight that muſt take Hands, 
To join m Hymen's Bands, 

If Truth holds true Contents 
You and you no Croſs ſhall part; 
You and you are Heart in Heart ; 
You to his Love muſt accord, 

Or have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you are ſure together, 

As the Winter to foul Weather: 
Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we ſing, 
Feed your ſelves with queſtioning : 
That Reaſon, Wonder may diminiſh, 


| How thus me met, and theſe things finiſh. | 


SONG: 
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S O N G. 
Wedding is great juno Crown, 
O bieſſed Bond 1 Board and Bed! 
"Tis Hy men Peoples ev'ry Town, 
High Wediock then be honed: 
Honour. high Honour and Renown 
To Hymen, God of every Town. | 


Duke Sen O my dear Neice, welcnme thou art to o me, 


Even Daughter, welcome, in no leſs degree. 
Phe. I will not car my word, now t ou art mine, 
* Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. 
Enter Jaques de Boys. 
| Faq. de B. Let me have Audience for a Word or toro: 
Ia the ſecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe Tidings to this fair gran 
Duke Frederick hearing how that every da 
Men of great Worth reſorted to this For 
Addreſs d a mighty Power which were on foot 
In his own Conduct, purpoſely to take 
His Brother here, and put him to the Sword: 
And to the Skirts of this wild Wood he came, 
Where meeting with an old Religious Man, 
After ſome queſtion with him, was converted 
Both from his Enterprize, and from the World; 
His Crown bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brother, 
And all their Lands reftor'd to them again 
That were with him Exil'd. This to be true, 
I do engage my Life. _. 
Duke Sen. Welcome, young Man: 
Thou offer'ſt fairly to thy Brother's Wedding; 
To . his Loney with-held, and to the other 
A Land it {elf at | potent Dukedom, 
Firſt, in this Foreſt let 1 us do theſe Ends 
That here were well and well dot: 
And after, every of this y Number 
That have endar'd ſhrewd Days and Nights with us 
eee | 
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According to the meaſure of their States. 
Mean time, forget this new-fall'n Dignity, 
And fall into our Ruftick Revelry : | 
Play Muſick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all 


With Meaſure heap'd in Joy, to th Meaſures fall. 
aq. Sir, by your patience: If I heard you rightly, 


The Duke hath put on a Religious Life, 


And thrown into - the pompous Court. 
Faq. de B. He hath. 
Faq. To him will I: Out of theſe Convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd. 2 
You to your former Honour I bequeath, {To the Dake. 
Your Patience, and your Virtue well deſerves it: 
You to a Love that your true Faith doth merit; [To Orla. 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies; [T» Oh. 
You to a long and well-deſerved Bed; [ Syl. 


And you to Wrangling; for thy loving Voyage 


[To the Clown. 


1s but for two Months vifuall'd: S0 to your Pleaſures: 
I am for other than for Dancing Meaſures 


Duke Sen. Stay, Faques, ſtay _ 5 
Faq. To ſee no Paſtime, I: What you would have. 


I'll ſtay to know at your abandon'd Cave. Exit. 


Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed, we will begin theſe Rites, 
As we do truſt they'll end in true Delights. 


Roſ. It is not the Faſhion to ſee the Lady the Epilogue = 


but it is no more unhandſome than to ſee the Lord the 


Prologue. If it be true, that good Wine needs no Buſh, tis 
true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to good 
Wine they do uſe good Buſhes; and good Plays prove 
the better by the help of good Epilogues. What a caſe. 
am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue, nor 
cannot infinuate with you in the behalf of a good Play ? 
I am not furniſh'd like a Beggar; therefore to beg will 
not become me. My way is to conjure you, and I' 
begin with the Women. 1 charge you, O Women, for 
the love you bear to Men, to like as much of this Play 
as pleaſes you: And I np you, O Men, for the love 
you bear to Women, (as I perceive by your Simpring, 
Vol. II . none 
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none of you hates them) that between you and the We. 
men, the Play may pleaſe. If I were a Woman, 
would kiſs as many of you as had Beards that pleas 
me, Complexions that lik d me, and Breaths that 1 defy 

not: And, I am ſure, as many as have good Beards, d 
good Faces, or ſweet Breaths, will for my kind Offer, 
hen I make Courtſie, bid me farewel, 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


A Lord, before whom the NY is ſuppor'd to be 
plaid. 

Chriſtopher Sly, 4 ; Sagdic Tinker 

Hoſteſs. 

Page, Players, Huntſmen, aud other Servants at- 
tending on the Lord, 


The Perſons of the Play it ſelf are 


Baptiſta, Father to Katharina and Biancha, very rich. 

Vincentio, an old Gentleman of Piſa. 

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in Love with Biancha, 

Petruchio, a Gentleman of Verona, a | Swizor to 
Katharina. ; 


. 5 Pretenders 70 Biaueba. 


Tranio, 
Biondello, Seam to Lucentio. 


_ Grumio, Servant to Petruchio. 
Pedant, an old Fellow ſet ap 20 perſonate Vincentio. 


Katharina, he Shrew. 
Biancha, her voter. 
Hidow, © 


Taylor, Haberdaſhers, with Servants attending on 
— and Petruchio. 


SC E N E, in the latter End of the third, and 
beginning of the fourth AR, in Perruchio's 


| Houſe in the Country for rbe reft of the 
"oo in Padua, 


- 


ha. 
to 


qe. Jt the SHRE W. 


A 0 T . 8 CEN E 1. 
Enter Hoſteſs and Sly. : 
8 L 7. 


= "LL pheeze you, in a Faith, | 
Ed Hoſt. A pair of Stocks, you Rogue.. 
Sly. Y'are a Baggage; the Slies are 
; no Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, 
we came in with Richard Conqueror; 
EEE therefore Paucus pallabris, let the World 
— lc; Sc, 
2 You will not pay tor the Glaſſes you have burſt? 

Sly. No, not a Deniere: Go by S. Feronimy, go to thy 
cold Bed, and warm thee. 


Hoſt. 1 know my Remedy; I muſt go fetch the Head-, 
borough. Exit. 


Sly. Third, or r fourth, or fifth Borough, ll anſwer him 
by Law; I'll not budge : an Inch, Boy; let him come, and 
Kindly. | [Falls aſſcep. 


ind Horns. Euter a Lord frow Hunting with 4 Train. 


Lord. Huntſman, 1 charge thee tender well my Hounds, 
Brach Merriman, the poor Cur is imboſt, 


And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach. 
N 3 Saw'ſt 


— — 
ti (: | | 
1 
\ 
4 i; 


— 
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— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
-& # 
— — 

— 

—— 


294 The Taming of the Shrew. 
Saw'*ſt thou not, Boy, how Silver made it good 
At the Hedge Corner. in the coldeſt Fault? 
I would not loſe the Dog for twenty Pound. 
Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereſt Loſs, EY, 
And twice to Day pick'd out the dulleſt Scent: 
Truſt me, I take him for the better Dog. 
Lord. Thou art a Fool; if Eccho were as fleet, 
I would eſteem him worth a Dozen ſuch, 
But ſup them. well. and look unto them all, 
To Morrow I intend to hunt again. 
Hun. I will, my Lord. . e | 
Lord. What's here? one Dead, or Drunk? See, doth he a 


breathe? 5 3 : 
2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm'd with 
This were a Bed but cold to ſleep ſo ſoundly, —[Ale, 


Tord. O monſtrous Beaſt! how like a Swine he lyes! | 
Grim Death, how foul and loathſome is thine Image! l 
Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken Man. | 
What 2 you * dane convey'd to Bed, * 1 4 
Wrapt in ſweet Cloaths; Rings put upon his Finger; : 
A _ delicious Banquet by fis Bed, . : | 
And brave Attendants near him when he wakes; s 

Weuld not the Beggar then forget himſelf? 5 

1 Hun. Believe me, Lord, 1 think he cannot chuſe. 
2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him vrhen he wak d. 
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring Dream, or worthleſs Fancy. 

Then take him up, and manage well the Jeſt: | 

Carry him gently to my faireſt Chamber, 95 

And hang it round with all my wanton Pictures; 

Balm his foul Head with warm diſtilled Waters, 

And burn ſweet Wood to make the Lodging ſweet. 

Procure me Muſick ready when he wakes, 07 

To make a Dulcet and a Heav'nly Sound; 

And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive Reverence, | 
Say, what is it your Honour will command; 
a0 6 Let one attend him with a filver Baſon 

1 Full of Roſe-water, and beftrew'd with Flowers. 

TH Another bear the Ewer; a third a Diaper, 
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And ſay, wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip cool your Hands? 
Some one be ready with a coltly Suit, 

And ask him what Apparel he will wear; 

Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, 

And that his Lady mourns at his Diſeaſe ; 

Perſuade him that he hath been Lunatic 
And when he ſays he's poor, ſay that he dreams, 

For he is nothing but a mighty Lord: 

This do, and do it kiacly, gentle Sirs: 

It will be Paſtime paſſing excellent, 

If it be husbanded with Modeſty. 8 

1 Hun, My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our Part, 
As he ſhall think by our true Diligence, 

He is no leſs than what we fay he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his Office when he wakes. 

5 | | | [Sound Trumpets. . 
Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet 'tis that ſounds. 8 
Belike ſome noble Gentleman that means 
Travelling ſome Journey, to repoſe him here. 

How now? Who is it? 5 
Ser. An' t pleaſe your Honour, Players 
That offer Service to your Lordſhip. 
Lord. Bid them come near: | 
_ Enter Players. 
Now Fellows, you are welcome. 

Play. We thank your Honcur. | 

Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to Night? 

2 Play. So pleaſe your Lordſhip to accept our Duty. 

Lord. With all my Heart. This Fellow I remember, 
Since once he play d a Farmer's eldeſt Son; v4 
'Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well: 

] have forgot your Name; but ſure that Part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perferm'd. 

Sim. I think twas Soto that your Honour means. 
Lord. Tis very true, thou didſt it excellent: 
Well, you are come to me in happy time, 

The rather for I have ſome Sport in Hand, 
Wherein your Cunning can aſſiſt me much. 


N 4 There 
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There is a Lord will hear you play to Night; 
Bur I am doubtful of your Modeſties, 
Leſt over eying of his odd Behaviour, 
(For yet his Honour never heard a Play,) 
Ton 2 into ſome merry Paſſinn, 
And ſo offend him: For I tell you, Sirs, 
If you ſhou'd ſmile, he grows impatient. 
Play. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain our ſelves, 
Were he the verieſt Antick in the World. 
Lord. Go Sirrah, take them to the Buttery, 
Let them want nothing that the Houſe affords, _ 
205 [Exit one with the Players, 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my Page, | 
And ſee him dreſt in all ſuits like a Lady: 
That done, conduct him to the Drunkard's Chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him Obeifance. Ls 
Tell him from me, as he will win my Love, 
He bear himſelf with honourable Action, 
Such as he hath obſery'd in noble Ladies 
_ Unto their Lords, by them accompliſhed; 
Such Duty to the Drunkard let him do, 
With ſoft low Tongue, and lowly Courteſie; 
And ſay; What is't your Honour wil command, 
Wherein your Lady, and your humble Wife, 
May ſhew her Duty, and make known her Love? 
And then with kind Embracements, tempting Kiſſes, 
And with declining Head into his Boſom, 
Bid him ſhed Tears, as being overjoy'd 
To ſee her noble Lord reſtor d to Health, 
Wbo for theſe ſeven Years hath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome Beggar: 
And if the Boy have not a Woman's Gift 
To rain a Shower of commanded Tears, 
An Onion will do well for {uch a Shift, 
Which in a Napkin being cloſe convey'd, 
Shall in deſpight enforce a watry Eye. 
See this diſpatch'd. with all the haſte thou canft, „ 
Anon I'll give thee more Inſtructions. [ Exit Servant. 
I know the Boy will well uſurp the Grace, 
Voice, Gate, and Action of a Gentlewoman, 


a _ cw @a A. > 1 
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J long to hear him call the Drunkard, Husband, 
And how my Men will ſtay themſelves from Laughter, 
| Wh:n they do Homage to this fimple Pcaſant; 
IIl in to counſel them: Haply my Preſence 
May well abate the over-merry Spleen, 
Which otherwiſe would grow into Extreams: 
Enter Sly with Attendants. ſome with Apparel, Baſon 
and Ewer, and other Appurtenances. 
Sly. For God's fake a Pot of ſmall Ale. 
1 Serv. Will't pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a Cop of = 
Sack? 
1 2 Serv, WilPc pleaſe your Honour taſte of theſe Con- 
eryes? 

2 Serv. What Raiment will your | Honour wear to Day? 
Sly. 1 am Chriſtophero Sly, call net me Honour, nor 
Lordſhip : I ne er drank Sack in my Life? and if you 
give me any Conſerves, give me Conſerves of Peef :. 
Ne'er ask me what Raiment [1] wear, for I have no more 
Doublets than Backs, no more Stockings than Legs. nor 
no more Shooes than Feet; nay ſometimes more Feet 
than Shooes, or ſuch Shooes as my Toes look through 

the over-leather. 

Lord. Heay'n ceaſe this idle Humour in your Honours. 
Oh that a mighty Man of ſuch Deſcent, 
Of ſuch Poſlefſions. and fo high Eſteem, 

Should be infuſed with ſo foul a Spirit. | 
Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not I Chri- 
fophero Sly, old Sly's Son of Burton-heath, by Birth a Ped- 
ler, by Education a Card-maker, by Tranſmutation a Rear-- 
herd, and now by preſent Profeſſion a Tinker? Ak Mar- 
ria Hacket the fat Ale-wife of Wmcet,1t fie know men.ot;. 
1 ihe ſay I am not fourteen Pence on the Score tor Sheer 

Ale, ſcore me up for the lying'ſt * in Chriſten dom. 
What I am not beſtraught: here's —- | 
I Man. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourn: 
2 Man. Oh this it is that makes your Servants drop. 
Lord Hence comes. it that your Kindred ſhun your Houſe, 
As bcaten hence by your ſtrange Lunacy. 
Oh noble Lord, bethink ther of thy Birth, 
Call home oy ancient Thoughts from Baniſhmenr, 
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And baniſh hence theſe abje& lowly Dreams: 
Look how thy Servants do attend on thee, 
Each in his Office ready at thy Beck. | 
Wilt thou have Muſick? Hark, Apollo plays, {[Muſich, 
And twenty caged Nig htingales do fing. 
Or wilt * ſleep? Wel have thee to a Couch, 
Softer and iweeter than the luſtful Bed 
On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis 
Say thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the Ground : 
Or wilt thou ride? Thy Horſes ſhall be trapp d. 
Their Harne's ſtadded all with Gold and Pearl. | 
Doſt thou love Hawking? Thou haft Hawks will ſoar 
Above the Morning Lark. Or wilt thou hunt. 
Thy Hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill Eccoes from the hollow Earth. 
I Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy Grayhounds are as ſwift 
As breathed Stags; ay, flzeter than the Roe. 
2 2 Man.Doſtthou hen Pictures? We will 8 kragle 
Adonis painted by a running Brook, = 
And Citherea all in Sedges hid, | 
Which feem to move, and wanton wich her Breath, 
Even as the waving Sedges play with Wind. 
Tord. We'll ſhew thee Io, as ſhe was a Maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 
As lively painted as the Deed was done. 
3 Man. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny Wood, 
Scratching her Legs, that one ſhall ; 2B ſhe bleeds; 
And at — Sight ſhall ſad Apollo weep: 
So workmanly the Blood and Tears are drawn, 
Lord. Thou art a Lord, and nething but a Lord: 
Thou haſt a Lady far more beautiful, 
Than any Woman in this waining Ape. 
1 Man. And till the Tears that ſhe hath ſhed 1 thee, . 
Like envious Floods, o'er-run her lovely Face, 
_ She was the faireſt Creature in the World, 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. 
| Sly. Am 1 a Lord, and have I ſuch a Lady? 
Or do l dream? Or have I dream'd till now? 
I do not ſleep; I ſee, I hear, I peak; 
I ſmell ſweet Savours, and I feel ſoft Vhings: 3 
: * And 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriſtopher Sly. 
well, bring our Lady hither to our Sight, 
And once again a Pot o'th' ſmalleſt Ale. 
2 Man. Wil't pleaſe your Mightineſs to waſh your 3 2 
Oh how we joy to ſee your Wits reſtor d, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are? 
Theſe fifreen Years you have been in a Dream, 
Or when you wak'd, you wak'd as if you ſlept. 
Sly. Theſe fifteen Years! by my Fay, a goodly Nap: 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time? 
1 Man. Oh yes, my Lord, but very idle Words. 

For the you lay here in this goodly Chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of Door, 
And rail'd upon the Hoſteſs of the Houſe, | 

And ſay you would preſent her at the L-et, 
4 Becauſe ſhe bought Stone Jugs, and no ſeal'd Quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. 
. | Sly. Ay, the Woman's Maid of the Houſe, 
3 Man. Why Sir, you know no Houſe, nor ao ſuch Maid, 
Nor no ſuch Men as you have reckon'd up; 
As Stephen Sly, and old Fohn Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more ſuch Names and Men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no Man ever ſaw. 


b Now Lord be thanked for my good WIR 


— 


Eurer Lady with Attendants. 
PE I thank thee, thou ſhalt nor loſe by iu. 
Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 


Sly. Marry 1 fare well, for here is Cheer enough. 
Where is my Wife? 


Lady. Here noble Lord, what is thy Will with her? 


Sly. Are you my Wite, and will not call me Husband? 
My Men ſhould call me Lord, 1 am your good Man. 


Lady. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, 5 
I 2m your Wife in all Obedience. 


Sly. I know it well, what muſt I all her? 
Lord. Madam. | 
Sly. Alce Madam, or Jaan Madam! £ 
Lord, Madam, and 2 elle, lo Lerds call Ladies. 
] | . 


300 The Taming of the Shrew. 
* Madam wife, they ſay that I have dream d. 
ſlept above ſome fifceen Years and more. 
9 Ay, and the Time ſeems thirty unto me, 
Being all this Time abandon d from your Bed. 
Sh. *Tis much. Servants leave me and her alone: 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to Bed. | 
Lady. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you, 
To pardon me yet for a Night or two: 
Or if not ſo, until the Sun be ſet; 
For your Phyſicians have expreſly charg'd, 
In Peril to incur your former y. 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your Bed; 
I hope this Reaſon ſtands for my Excuſe. 
Sly. Ay, it ftands fo that 1 may hardly tarry fo bones 
But I would be loath to fall into my Dream again: I will 
therefore marry in deſpight of the Fleſh and the Blood. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
| Meſſ. Your Honour's Players, hearing your Amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy; | 
For fo your Doors hold it very meet, | 
Seeing fo much Sadneſs hath. r your blood, 
And Melancholly is the Nurſe of Frenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you. hear a Play, 
And frame your Mind to Mirth and Merriment, 
9 bars a thouſand Harms, and lengthens Life. 
. Marry I will, let them play, is it not a Comonty, 
ii mas Gambold, or a tumbling Trick:? 
"= No, my. good Lord, it is more pling Stuff, 
_ 8h. "What Houſhold Stuff? 
- It is a kind of Hiſtory. 
1 Well. we'll ſee't: 
Come, Madam Wife ſit by my Side, nes 
Aud let the World lip. _ Quail neber be Younger. 
|  Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio and Tranic, 
Tuc. Tranio tince for the great Deſire 1 had 
To ſee fair Padua, Nurſery of Arts, 
1 am arriv'd for fruitful Lambardy, 
The pleaſant Garden of great 1taly. 
| — oi K y Father's Love and Leave am arm'd 


s good Will, and thy good Company, 


Moſt 
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Moſt truſty Servant well approv'd in all, 

Here let us breathe, and happly inſtitute 

A Courſe of Learning, and ingenious Studies. 

Piſa, renowned for grave Citizens, 

Gave me my Being, and my Father firſt 

A Merchant of great Traffick through the World: 
Vincentio's come of the Bentivolii, | 
Vincentio's Son, brought up in Florence, 

It ſhall become to ſerve all Hopes conceiv'd 

To deck his Fortune with his virtuous Deeds: 

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 

Virtue and that part of Philoſophy 

Will 1 apply to, that treats of Happineſs, 

By Virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 

Tell me thy Mind, for I have Piſa left, 

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 

A ſhallow Plaſh to plunge him in the Deep, 

And with Satiety ſeeks to quench his Thirſt 

Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle Mafter mine; 

I am in all affected as your ſelf; 

Glad that you thus continue your Reſolve, 

To ſuck the Sweets of ſweet Philoſophy : 
Only, good Maſter, while we do admire 
This Virtue, and this moral Diſcipline, 
Let's be no Stoicks, nor no Stocks, | pray 
Or ſo devote to Ariſtotle's Checks, | 
As Ovid be an Outcaſt quite abjui'd. 

Talk Logick with Acquain'ance that you have, 

And practice Rhetorick in your common Talk; 
Muſick and Poeſie uſe to quicken ou. 

The Mathematicks, and the Meraphyficks, 
Fall to them as you find your Stomach ſerves you: 
No Profit grows, where is no Pleaſure taen: 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 

Tuc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe; 

If, Biondello thou wert come aſhore, 
Wie could at once put us in readineſt, 

And take a Lodging fit to entertain 

Such Friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget. 


But ſtay a while, what Company is this? 


Tra, 
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Tra. Maſter, ſome Shew to welcome us to Town. 

Enter Baptiſta with Katharina and Bianca, Gremio, and 

Hortenſio. Lucentio and Tranio ffand by. 
Bab. Gentlemen, importune me not farther, 
For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know; 
That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt Daughter, 
Before I have a Husband for "the A 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Becauſe 1 know you well, and love you well, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your Pleaſure. 
Gre. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There there, Hortenſio, will you any Wife? 
Kath. I pray you, Sir, is it your Will 
To make a Stale of me amongſt thoſe Mates? 
Hor. Mates, Maid, how mean you that? 
No Mates, for you 
Unleſs you were of gentler milder Mould. 
Kath. I faith, Sir, you ſhall never need to fear, 
I wis it is not half way to her Heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her Care ſhall be 

To comb your Neddle with a three-legg'd Stool, 
And paint your Face, and uſe you like a Fool. 
Hor. From all ſuch Devils, good Lord, deliver us. 
Gre. And me too, good Lord. 
Tra. Huſh, Maſter, here's ſome good Paſtime toward, 
That Wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Luc. But in the other's Silence I do ſee, 
| Maid's mild Behaviour and en 
Peace, Tranio. 
Tra. Well ſaid, Maſter, mum, and gane your fill. 

Bap. Gentlemen, that 1 may ſoon make good 
What I have ſaid, Branca get you in, 

And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca. 
For I will love thee ne er the leſs, my Gul. 

Kath. A pretty Pear, it is belt put Finger in the 1 
And the knew why. 

Bian. Siſter, content you in my Diſcontent. 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 
My Books and Inſtruments ſhall be my Company, 
| Ca them to look, and prafiile by 4 ial. 
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Luc. Heark, Tranio, thou maiſt _y Minerva (| 
For. Signior Baptifia, will you be ſo ſtrange ? 
Sorry "TR. — good WI ill il effects 
Bianca's Grief, 
Gre. Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this Fiend of Hel], . 
And make her bear the Penance of ber Tongue? 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am reſoly'd: 
Go in, Bianca. 
And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In Muſick, Inſtruments, and Poetry, : 
School maſters will I keep within my Houſe, 
Fit to inſtruct her Youth. If you, Hortenſto, 
Or Signior Gremio, you know any ſuch, 
Prefer them hither, for to cunning Men 
1 will be very kind and liberal, 
To mine own Children, in good bringing vp. 
And ſo farewel. Katherina, you may ſtay, 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. I'kE!xis. 
Kath. Why, I truſt I may go too, may 1 not? 
What ſhall I be appointed Hours, as tho', 
Belike, 1 knew not what to take, 4 
And vrhat to leave? Ha! II. 
Gre. You may go to the Devil's Dam: Your Gifts are 
ſo good, here is none will hold you. Our Love is not ſo 
great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our Nails together and 
faſt it fairly out. Our Cake's Dow on both fides. Fare- 


wel; yet for the Love I bear my ſweet Bianca, if I caa 


by any means light on a fit Man to teach her that where- 
in fe delights, I will wiſh him to her Father. 

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio: But a word, I pray; 
tho the nature of our Quarrel yet never brook'd Parle, 
know new upon advice, it toucheth us doth, that we may 
yet again have acceſs to our fair Miſtreſs, and be happy 
_ Rivals in Biancas Love, to — and effect one thing 

pecially, 

Gre. What's that, I pray? | 

Hor, Marry Sir, to get a Husband for her Siſter, 

Gre. A Husband! a Devil. 

Hor. ] fay a Husband, 


Gee. 
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Gre. I ſay a Devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, tho? her 
Father be very rich, any Man is ſo very a Fool to be mar- 
ried to Hell? 

Hoy. Tuſh, Gremio; tho' it p21s your Patience and mine 
to endure her lewd Alarms, why, Man, there be good Fel- 
lows in the World, and a Man could light on them, would 
take her with all her Faults, and Mony enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her Do vry 
with this Condition, to be whip d at the High. croſs eve- 
ry Morning. 

Hor. Faith, as you ay, there's ſmall choice in rotten 
Apples: Come, fince this bar in Law makes us Friends, it 
ſhall be ſo forth friendly maintain d, till by helping Bap- 
tiſlas eldeſt Daughter to a Husband, we ſet his youngeſt 
free for a Husband, and then have to'r afreſh. Sweet Bi- 

anca! happy Man be his dole; he that runs faſteſt gets 
the Ring; how ſay you, Signior Gremio. 

Gre. | am agreed, and would I had given him the beſt 
Horſe in Padua to begin the wooing that would throughly 

wos her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the Houſe of her, 

Come on. [ Exeunt Gre. and Hor. Manet Tra. and Lucen, 

Tra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poſſible 

That Love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold? 

Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I neyer thought it poſſible or likely. 

But ſee, while idly I ſtood looking on, 

I found the effect of Love in Idleneſs. 

And now in plainneſs to confeſs to thee, 

That art to me as ſecret and as dear 

As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, | 

Tramo, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, 

If I atchieve not this young modeſt Girl: 

Counſel me, Tranto, tor I know thou canſt; 

Aſſiſt me, Traxio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated from the Heart. 

If Love hath touch d you, nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 
Luc. Gramercy, Lad; go forward, this contents, 


The reſt will comfort, for thy Counſe!'s found, 


Tra. 
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Tra. Mafter, you look'd ſo longly on the Maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 
Luc. O yes, I ſaw ſweet Beauty in her Face, 
Such as the Daughter of Agenor had, Gy 
That made great Fove to humble him to her Hand, 
When with his Knees he kiſs'd the Cretan Strand. 
Tra. Saw you no more? Mark'd you not how her Siſter 
Began to Scold, and raiſe up ſuch a Storm, 
That mortal Ears might hardly endure the Din? 
Luc. Tranio, | ſaw her Coral Lips to move, 
And with her Breath ſhe did perfume the Air; 
Sacred and {weer was all I ſaw in her, 
Tra. Nay, then tis time to ſtir him from his Trance: 
I pray awake, Sir; if you loye the Maid, 5 
Bend Thoughts and Wit to atchieve her. Thus it ſtands: 
Her eldeſt Siſter is ſo curſt and ſhrewd, tote es 
That till the Father rids his Hands of her, 
Maſter, your Love muſt live a Maid at home, 
And therefore has ſhe cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with Suitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel Father's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 
To get her cunning Schook-mafters to inſtruct her? 
Tra. Ay marry am I, Sir, and now tis plotted. 
Luc. | have it, Tranio. . 
Tra. Maſter, for my Hand. 1 
Both our Inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. 
Tra. You will be School maſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the Maid: 
That's your Device. LOI 
Luc. It is: May it be done? 
| Tra. Not poſſible: For who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's Son, DET 
+ Keep Houſe, and ply his Book, welcome his Friends, 
Viſit his Country men, and banquet them? 
Luc. Baſta, content thee, for I have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any Houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our Faces, 
For Man or Maſter: Then it follows thus. ON 
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Thou ſhalt be Maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead; 
Keep Houſe, and Port, and Servants, as 1 ſhould. 
1 will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan. or meaner Man of Piſa. 
- *Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo: Tranio, at once 
© Uncaſe thee: Take my colour'd Hat and Cloak, 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee, 

But I will charm him firſt to keep his Tongue. 
Ta. So had ycu need. 
In brief, Sir, ſith it your Pleaſure is, 
And 1 am tied to be obedient, 
For ſo your Father charg'd me at our parting; 
Be ſerviceable to my Son, quoth he, 
Altho', I think, twas in another ſenſe, 
1 2mecontent to be Lucentio, 
Becauſe fo well I love Lucentis. 

Luc. Tranio, be {oi becauſe Lacentio loves; z 

And let me be a Slave tatchieve that Maid, 
Whole ſudden fight hath thral'd m wounded Eye. 
: Enter Biondello 
Here comes the Rogue. Sirrah, where have you been? 
Bien. Where have I been? Nay. how now, where are 
you? Maſter, has my Fellow Tranio ftol'n your Cloaths, 
or you ſtolPa his, or both? Pray what's the News? 

Luc. Sirrah, come hither, tis no time to jeſt, 
And therefore frame your Manners to the time. 
Four Fellow Tranio here, to ſave my Life, 
Puts my Apparel and my Count'nance on, 
And 1 for my Eſcape have put on his: 
For in a Ph ory ince I came aſhore, 
I kill'd a Man, and fear I am deſcry'd: 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes; 
While I make way from . to ſave my Liſe. 
You underſtand me? 

Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. 
Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your Mouth, 
I Tranio i is chang d into Lucentio. 
Bien. The better for him, would I were ſo too; 


Ta. So would I, faith Boy, to have the next Wiſh al- 
ter, that Lucentio indeed had Baptiſta's youngeſt . | 
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But, Sirrah, not for my fake, but your Maſter's, I adviſe 
you uſe your Manners diſcreetly in all kind of Companies 
When 1 am alone, why then 1 am Tranio; ver in all Places 
elſe, your Maſter Lucentio. 
Tuc. Tranio, let's go: 
One thing more reſts, that thy ſelf execute, 
To make one *mong theſe Wooers; if thou ask me why, 
Sufficeth my Reaſons are both good and weighty, [ Exexnt. 
The Preſenters above ſpeak. 

1 Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Play. 

Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne do I; a good matter lurely. 
Come's there any more of it ? 

Lady. My Lord, 'tis but begun 

Sly. 'Tis a very excellent * of Work. Madam Lady, 
would *twere done. 2 fit and mark. 


— 


. Enter Petruckio, and Grumio, 
Pet, XI Erona, for a while I take my lee, 
To ſee my Friends in rx bug but of all 
My beſt beloved and approved Friend, 
Hortenſio; and I trow this is the Houſe. 
Here Sirrah, Grumio, knock I fay. 
Cru. Knock, Sir? whom ſhould I knock ? is there any 
Man has rebus'd your Worfhip? 
Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here ſound! 
Gru. Knock you here, Sir? Why, Sir, wha am am I, LY 
That I ſhould knock you here Sir? 
Pet, Villain, I fay. knock me at this Gate, 
And rap me well, or Ill knock your Knaye's Pate. 
Gru. My Maſter is — quaretiome: 
I ſhould knock you fir 
And then 1 know after, who comes by the voll. 
Pet. Will it not be? 
Faith, Sirrab, and n not knock, 1'll ring it, 1 
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III try how you can Sol, Fa, and ſing it. 3 
Ie wrings hi & the Ears. 
Gru. Help, Miſtreſs, help, my Maſter is mad, 
Pet. Now knock when 1 bid you: Sirrah, Villain. 
88 | Enter Hortenſio. | 
Hor. How now, what's the Matter ? My old Friend 
Grumio, 2nd my good Friend Petruchio! How do you all 
at Verona 55 N | 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the Fray? 
Con tutti le core bene trovato, may I fay. 


Hor. Alla noſira caſa ben venute multo honor ato Signidy 


mio Petruchio, | 
Riſe, Grumio, we will compound this Quarrel. 
Sr. Nay, tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. If 
this be not alawful Cauſe for me to leave his Service, look 
ou, Sir: Ne bid me knock him, and rap him ſoundly, 
Sir. Well, was it fit for a Servant to uſe his Maſter ſo, 
being perhaps, for ought 1 ſee, two and * a Pip out? 
Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firſt, 
Then had not Grumio come by the worſt, 
Pet. A ſenſeleſs Villain. Good Hortenſio, 
1 bid the Raſcal knock upon your Gate, 
And could not get him for my Heart to do it: 

Gru. Knock at the Gate? 0 Heav'ns! Spake you not 
theſe words plain? Sirrah, Knock me here, rap me here, 
knock me well, and knock me ſoundly ? And come you now 
with knocking at the Gate? © | 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. 

Her. Petruchio, patience, I am Gramio's Pledge: 
Why this is a heavy Chance twixt him and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant Servant Grumio; 
And tell me now, {ſweet Friend, what happy Gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet. Such Wind as ſcatters young Men through the World, 
To ſeek their Fortunes farther than at home, 1 
Where ſmall Experience grows but in a few. 

Signior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me, 

Antonio my Father is deceas'd, 5 

And I muſt thruſt my ſelf into this maze, 
Happly to Wire and Thrive, at beſt I may: 


| Crowns 
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Crowns in my Purſe I have, and Goods at home, 

And ſo am come abroad to ſee the World. | 
Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 

And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd ill. favour'd Wife? 

Thou'dſt thank me but a little for my Counſel, 

And yet VIl promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 

And very rich: But thou'rt too much my Friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her. PS i 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, twixt ſuch Friends as us 
Few words ſuffice; and therefore, if you know 

One rich enough to be Petruchio's Wife; 

As Wealth is burthen of my wooing Dance; 
Be ſhe as Foul as was Florentins Love, 
As old as Sybil, and as Curſt and Shrewd 

As Socrates' Zantippe, or a worſe, 85 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affections edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatick Seas, 
come to Wive it wealthily in Padua: 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 1 1 
Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what his 
Mind is: Why give him Gold enough, and marry him to 
a Puppet, or an Aglet Baby, or an old Trot with ne'er a 
Tooth in her Head, tho* ſhe have as many Diſeaſes as two 
and = y Horſes; why nothing comes — ſo Mony comes 

withal. A 
Hor. Petruchio, ſince we are ſtept thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach'd in Jeſt, 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a Wife | 
With Wealth enough, and Young and Beauteous, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a Gentlewoman. 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
Is, that ſhe is intolerable Curs'd, 
And ſhrewd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my State far worſer than it is, 
I would not wed her for a Mine of Gold. 5 
Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not Gold's Eſſect; 
Tell me her Father's Name, and 'tis enough: 
For I will board her, tho! ſhe chide as loud : 
As Thunder, when the Clouds in Autumn crack. 
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Hor. Her Father is Battiſta Minola, 


An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her Name is Katherina Minola, 


Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding Tongue. 
Pet. I know her Father, tho' I know not her, 
And he knew my deceaſed Father well; 7 
1 will not ſleep, Hortenſio, till I ſee her, 


And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt Encounter, 


Unleſs you will accompany me thither. 
Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the Humour laſts. 
O' my word, and ſhe knew him as well as | do, ſhe would 
think Scolding would do little good upon him. She may 
perhaps call him half a ſcore Knaves, or ſo: Why that's 
nothing; and he begin once, he'll rail in his rope Tricks. 
III tell you what, Sir, and ſhe ſtand him but a little, he 
will throw a Figure in her Face, and fo disfigure her with 
it, that ſhe ſhall have no more Eyes to ſee withal than a 
Cat: You know him not, Sir. 1 


Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muſt go with thee, 
For in Baptiſta's Houſe my Treaſure is: 


He hath the Jewel of my Life in hold, , 


His youngeſt Daughter, beautiful Bianca, 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more 
Sutors to her, and Rivals in my Love: - 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, | 

For thoſe Defects J have before rehears'd, 

That ever Katherina will be woo'd; | 


Therefore this Order hath Baptiſta ta'en, 


That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, 
Till Katherine the Curs'd have got a Husband. 
Gru. Katherine the Curs'd, 


A Title for a Maid, of all Titles the worſt, 
Hor. Now ſhall my Friend Petruchio do me grace, 


And offer me diſguis d in ſober Robes, 


The old Baptiſta as a School-maſter, 


Well ſeen in Muſick to inſtru Bianca, 

That ſo I may by this Device, at leaſt, 

Have leave and leiſure to make Love to her, 
And unſuſpected Court her by her fel = 
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Enter Gremio and Lucentio di/zmis d. 
Gru. Here's no Knavery! See, to beguile the old Folks, 
How the young Folks lay their Heads together 
Maſter, look about you: Who goes there ? ha. 
Hor, Peace, Grumio, it is the Riyal of my Loye. 
Pertruchio, ſtand by a while. 
Gru. A proper Stripling, and an amorous. 
| Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the Note. 
Hark you, Sir, I' have them very fairly bound, 
All Books of Love, ſee that at any hand; 
And ſee you read no other Lectures to her: 


You underſtand me, over and beſide 


Signior Baptiſta's Liberality, 
II mend it with a . Take your Paper too, 
And let me have them very well perfum'd, 
For ſhe is ſweeter than Perfume it ſelf 
To whom they go: What will you read to her? 
Luc. Whate'er I read to her, III plead for you, 
As for my Patron, ſtand you ſo aſſured, 
As firmly as your ſelf were ſtill in place, 
Yea, and perhaps with more ſucceſsful Words 
Than you, unleſs you were a Scholar, Sir. 
Gre. Oh this Learning. what a thing it is! 
Gru. Oh this Woodcock, what an Aſs it is! 
Pet. Peace, Sirrah | 
Hor. Grumio, mum! God fave you, Signior Gremis. 
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenſro. 
Trow you whither I am going? To Baptiſta Mino's ; 
I promis'd to enquire carefully 
About a School-maſter for the fair Bianca, 
And by good Fortune I have lighted well 
On this young Man : For Learning and Behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, Wo” 
And other Books, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Hor. Tis well; and I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine Muſician to inſtruct our Miſtreſs, 
So ſhall I no whit be behind in Duty 
To fair Bianca, ſo beloy'd of me. 


Gre. 
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Gre. Beloy'd of me, and that my Deeds ſhall prove. 
Gru. And that his Bags ſhall prove. | 
Hor, Gremio, tis now no time to vent our Love. 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
T'll tell you News indifferent good for either. 

Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his Liking, 

Will undertake to woo curs'd Katherine, 

| Yea, and to marry her, if her Dowry pleaſe. 

Gre. So faid, ſo done, is well; 3 
Hortenſio, have you told him all her Faults? 
Pet. I know ſhe is an irkſome brawling Scold; 

If that be all, Mafters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, ſayeſt me ſo, Friend? What Countryman? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's Son; | | 

My Father's dead, my Fortune lives for me, 

And I do hope good Days, and long, to ſee. | 
Bre. Oh Sir, ſuch a Life with ſuch a Wife were ſtrange; 
But if you have a Stomach, to't a God's Name, 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 5 

But will you woo this wild Cat? 
Pet. Will 1 live? 1 

Gru. Will he wos her? ay, or I'll hang her. 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 

Think you a little Din can daunt my Ear??? 
Have I not in my time heard Lions roar? 
Have I not heard the Sea, puff d up with Winds, 

Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with Sweat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the Field ? 

And Heay'ns Artillery thunder in the Skies? 

Have I not in a pitched Battel heard 
Loud Larums, neighing Steeds, and Trumpets Clangue ? 

And do you tell me of a Woman's Tongue, 

That gives not half ſo great a Blow to hear, 

Ass will a Cheſnut in a Farmer's Fire? 
Tun, ruſh, fear Boys with Bugs. 

Seu. For he fears none. 

Gre. Hortenſio, hark 
This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, OW 
My Mind preſumes, for his own gocd, and yours. 


Hor, 
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Hor. I promis d we would be Contributors, 
And bear his Charge of wooing whatſoe re. 
Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gra. I would I were as ſure of a good Dinner. 
| Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 
Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold, 
Tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt way 
To the Houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola? 
Bion. He that has the two fair Daughters? int he you 
mean ? 
Tra. Even he, Biondelle. 
Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her 8 
Tra. Perhaps him and her, what have you to do? 
Pet, Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no Chiders. Sir: Biondello, let's ay. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranto. 
Hoy. Sir, a word ere you 
5 Are you a Sutor to the Maid you a talk of, yea « or 20 
os 77a. And if I be, Sir, is it any Offence? 


Gre. No; if withour more Words you will get * 


hence. 

Tra. Why. Sir. 1 pray, are not t the $ Streets as free 

For me as for you? 

Gre. But ſc; 1 Is not ſhe, | | 
Tra. For what Reaſon, 1 definch you? 
Gre. For this Reaſon, if you'll know, 

That ſhe's the choice Love of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. That ſhe's the Choſen of Signior Hortenſioi 
Tra. Softly, my Maſters: If you be Gentlemen, 

Do me this Right; hear me with Patience. 

Baptiſta is a noble Gentleman, 

To whom my Father is not all unknown, 

: And were his Daughter fairer than ſhe is, 

She may more Sutors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda's Daughter had a thouſand Wooers, 

Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 

And ſo ſhe ſhall. Lucent io ſhall make one, 

Tho' Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 1 7 
Gre. What, this Gentleman will out · talk us all. 
Luc. Sir, give him bead, L 2: 
Vor- II. O Pet, 
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Pet. Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words? 
Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold as to ask you, 

Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſtas Daughter? 
Fa No, Sir; but hear I do that he bath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcelding Tongue, 
As is the other for beauteous Modeſty. | 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firſt's for me, let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that Labour, to great Herrules, 

And let it be more than Alcides twelve. 

Pet. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth, 
The youngeſt Daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her Father keeps from all acceſs of Sutors, 


And will not promiſe her to any Man, 
Until the eldeſt Siſter firſt be Wed: 


The younger then is free, and not before. 
Ta. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the Man 
_ Muſt ſteed us all, and me amo the reſt: 

And if you break the Ice, and do this feat, 
Atchieve the Elder, ſet the Younger free, 

For our Acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not ſo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. 
Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive: 
And fince you do profeſs to be a Sutor, 
Tou muſt, as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 

To whom we all reſt ly bebolden, 

Ta. Sir, I ſhall not be flack, in fign whereof, 

Pleaſe ye, we may contrive this Afternoon, 
And quaff Carouſes to our Miſtreſs Health, 
And do as Adverſaries do in Law, Fe 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as Friends. 

Gru. Bion. O excellent Motion: Fellows, let's be gone, 
Her. The Motion's good indeed, and be it fo, 
Petruchio, I ſhall be your Ben venuto. En 

Bias. Siſter, wrong me not, nor wrong ſel, 

To make a Bondmaid and a Slave of me "uu 
That I diſdain : But for theſe other Goods, 
'Unbind my Hands, 11! pull them off my ſelf, 
Yea, all my Raiment, to my Petticoat, 
Or:what you will command me will 1 do; 
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So well 1 know my Duty to my Elders. 
Kath. Of all thy Sutors here I charge thee tell 
Whom thou loy'ſt beſt : See thou diſſemble not. 
Bian. Believe me Siſter, of all the Men alive ; 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial Face, | ! 
Which I eould fancy more than any other. 

Kath. Minion, thou lieſt; is it not Hortenſoo? ß 
Bian. If you affe& him, Siſter, here I ſwear J 
I'll plead for you my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
Kath. Oh then belike you fancy Riches more, 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian, Is it for him you do envy me fo ? 
Nay then you my es now I well perceive ' 
You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
I prethee, Siſter Kaze, untie my Hands. 
Kath, If that be Jeſt, then all the reſt was ſo. 
_ 5 [Strikes her. 
Os, —_—_—— i i 
Bap. Why how now Dame, whence grows this Inſo- 
Bianca, ſtand aſide; poor Girl, ſhe . 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 
For ſhame, thou Hilding of a deviliſh Spirit, 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne er wrong thee ? 
When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word ? SF 
Kath. Her Silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng d. 
| [ Flies after Bianca. 
Bap. What, in my fight? Bianca, get thee in. [Ex. Biane 
Kah. What, will you not ſuffer me? Nay, now I ſee 
She is your Treaſure, ſhe muſt have a Husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her Wedding-day, 
And for your Love to her lead Apes in Hell: 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
Till I can find occaſion of Revenge. [Exit 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd as 1? 
But who comes here? 9 | F 
Enter Gremio, Lucentio in he Habit of a mean Man, Pe- 
truchio with Hortenſio like a Muſician, Tranio and Bi- 
ondello bearing 4 Lute and Books. | 5 
Gre, Good morrow, Neighbour Baptiſta. 
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Bap. Good morrow, Neighbour Gremio: God fave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you, good Sir; Pray have you not a n 
Call'd Ka fair and virtuous? 
Bap I have a Daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina. 
Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 
| Pez. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave. 
I am a Gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That hearing of her Beauty and her Wit, 


Her Affability and baſhful Modeſt 


Her wondrous Qualities, and mild Behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward Gueſt 

Within your Houſe, to make mine Eye the Witneſs 
Of that Report, which I ſo oft have heard. 
And for an entrance to my Entertainment, [Preſenting Has 
I do preſent you with a Man of mine, 
Cunning in Mutick, and the Marhematicks, 

To inſtruct her fully in thoſe Sciences, 

Whereof I know ſhe is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 

His Name is Licio, born in Mantua. 

Bap. Y'are welcome, Sir, and he for your good ſake, 
But for my Daughter Katharine, this I know, 

She is not for your turn, the more's my Grief, 
Pet. I ſee you do not mean to part with her, 

Or elſe you like not of my Company. Dr 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? What may I call your Name? 

Pet. Petruchio is my Name, Antonio's Son, 

A Man well known throughout all Jaly. 

Bap. I know him well: You are welcome for TY ſake, 
Gre. Saving your Tale, Petruchio. I pray let us that are 
poor Petitioners ſpeak t too. Bactare, you are marvellous 

forward. 


Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain be 


ing. 

__ Gre. I doubt i it not, Sir, but you will curſe 
Your woo! . Neighbours, this is a Gift 

Very grateful, I am ſure of it: To expreſs 


The li e kindacls of wy ſelf, that have been 
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More kindly beholding to you than any: | 
Free leave Ha unto this A Scholar, that hath 
Been long ſtudying at Rhemes, as cunning [Preſenting Luc 
In Greek, Latin, and other Languages, N 
As the other in Muſick and Mathematicks; 

His Name is Cambio; pray accept his Service. 

Bap. A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremio: 

Weclome, good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, | TEE 
Methinks you walk like a Stranger, [o Tranio: 
May I be ſo bold, to know the Cauſe of your coming? 

Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the Boldneſs is mine own, 

That being a Stranger in this City here, 
Do make my ſelf a Sutor to your Daughter, 
ler. Unto Bianca Fair and Virtuous: 55 
Nor is your firm Reſolve unknown to me, 
ln the Preferment of the eldeſt Siſter. 
This Liberty is all that I requeſt, | 2 
That upon knowledge of my Parentage, OW 
I may have welcome mongſt the reſt that woo; 
And free Acceſs and Favour as the reſt. 7 
And toward the Education of your Daughters, 
] here beſtow a ſimple Inſtrument, 
And this ſmall Packet of Greek and Latin Books. 
If you accept them, then their Worth is great. _- 

Bap. Lucentio is your Name? of whence, I pray? 

Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, Son to N „ 
Bap. A mighty Man of Piſa; by Report 

I 1 him Sal ; You 25 1 Sir. 
Take you the Lute, and you the Set of Books, 

You ſhall go ſee your Pupils preſently. 
Holla, within. 1 


Sirrah, lead theſe Gentlemen n 
To my two Daughters, and then tell them both 
Theſe are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well. 

We will go walk a little in the Orchard, 
And then to Dinner. You are paſſing Welcome, 
and fo I pray you all to think your ſelves. 

Pet, Signior Bapeiſta, my Buſineſs asketh haſte, 

More And every day I caunot come to wow. . 
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Tbo little Fire grows 
| Yer extream Gufts will blow out Fire and all: 
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You know my Father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolely Heir to all his Lands and Goods, 
Which I have better d rather than decreas'd ; 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughter's Love, 


| _ Dowry ſhall I have with her to Wife? 


Bap. kfinr why Death, the one half of my Lands, 


And in poſſeſion tweuty thouſand Crowns. 


Per. And for that Dowry, Ill affure her of 


Her Widowhood, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 


In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever; | 
Let Specialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That Covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is, her Love: for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why that is nothing: For I tell you, Father, 


1 am as peremptory as ſhe proud-minded. 


And where two raging Fires meet together 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their Fury. 
with little Wind, 


So I to her, and fo ſhe yields to me, | 
rough, and woo not like a Babe. 
Bap. Well may ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed: 


But be thou 0 for ſome unhappy Words. 


Pet. Ay, to the proof, as Mountains _ "ag Winds, | 


2 That not, tho' 


Enter Horten I with his Head Pike | 

Bap. How now my Friend, why doſt thou look ſo pale? 
Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will m Daughter prove a good Muſician? 
= I think ſhe'll > Gone prove a Soldier; | 

Iron may hold with her, but never Lutes. 5 
Bap. Why then thou canſt not break her to the Lute? 
Hor. why no, for ſhe hath broke the Lute to me; 

I did but tell her ſhe miſtook her Frets, 


And bow'd her Hand to teach her Fi 


When, with a moſt impatient deviliſh dert. 8 
Frets call you them? quoth ſhe, Ill Fume with them; 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the Head, 
And through my Inſtrument my Pate made way, 


„„ %. =. 


The Taming of the Shrew. 319 


r Geaey 6s Late 
As on 2 t 
* ſhe dd call me Raſcal, Fidler, 
ng Jack, with twenty ſuch vile Terms, 
As ok lande to miſuſe me ſo. 6 

Pet. Now, by the World, it is a luſty Wench, 
love her ten times more than e er I did; 

Oh how I long to have ſome Chat with her. 

Bap. Well, go with me; and be not ſo diſcomfited.. 
Proceed in Practice with my younger Daughter, 
She's apt to learn, and thankful ul for good turns; 

Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, | 
Or ſha!l I ſend my Daughter Kate to you? 
Pet, 1 pray yeu do. I will attend her here, 
[Exit Bap. Manet Petruchio | 
And woo her with fome Sirt when the comes. Tad 
Say that ſhe Rail, why then 11! tell her plain 
05 Sings as ſweetly as a Nightingale; ; 
Say that ſhe Frown, Ill fay ſhe looks as clear 
As Morning Roſes new] Waſh'd with D-w;. 
Say ſhe be Mute, and will not ſpeak a Word, 
Then I'll commend her — | 


: And ſay ſhe uttereth 
If the do bid me pack, "Ml 1 
As tho ſhe bid me ſtay by her a Week; 


If ſhe deny to wed, 1 we the Day 
When I ſhall ack the Banes, and when be married; 
ile? BY But here ſhe comes, and now Petruchio ſpeak. 
Enter Katharina. 
Good Morrow Kate, for that's 22 K+ 
Kath. Well have you „but ſomething hard of 
hearing, LEY | mM | 
e? They £1 me Korn, ti do alk of we. 
et. You lye inf ou are call'd 
And bonny | — and Pan na Kate 1 
But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my Super-dainty Kate, 
J For Dainties are all Kates; and therefore Kate | 
| Take this of me, Kate of my Conſolation, 


Hearing thy Mildneſs prais' DR. 
| 4 
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Thy Virtues ſpoke of, and my ny ſounded, 


Yet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs, i 
My ſelf am . to woo thee for my Wife. 


| Kath, Mov'd! in good time; let him that mov d you hi. 
© Remove you hence; I knew you at the firſt l ther, 


You were a Moveable. NE 
Per. Why, what's a Moveable? 
_ Kath. A join'd Stool. 5 85 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it; Come, ſit on me. 
Kath. Aſſes are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Kath No ſuch Jade, Sir, as you, it me you mean. 
Pet. Alas, good Kate. I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light 


Kath, Too light for ſuch a Swain as you to catch; 


And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be. 
Per. Should be! ſhould! buz. 2 8 
Kath. Well ta'en, and like a Buzzard, © 


Per. Oh flow-wing'd Turtle, ſhall a Buzzard take thee? 


Kath. Ay, for a Turtle, as he takes a Buzzard. 


Feet. Come, come you Waſp, Vfaith you are too an- 


Kath. If 1 be waſpiſh, beſt beware my Sting. 
Pet. My Remedy is then to pluck it out 
| Kath. Ay, if the Fool could find it where it | 


In his Tail. > 
Kath. In his Tongue. 
Pet. Whoſe Tongue? 85 
Kath. Yours it you talk of Tails, and fo farewel. 
Pet. What, with my Tongue in your Tail? 
Nay. come again. good Kaze, I am a Gentleman. 


Pet. Who knows not where a Waſp doth vrear his Sting? 


Kath. That Ill try. | [*he frites him. 


Pet. I ſwear I'll cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 
Kath So may you loſe your Arms. 


you ſtrike. me you are no Gentleman, 


And if no Gentleman, why then no Arms, 
Pet. A Herald, Kate? Oh put me in thy Books. 
Kath, What is your Creſt, a Coxcomb? 
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Pet. A combleſs Cock, ſo Kate will be my Hen. 
Kath. No Cock of mine, you crow teo like a Craven: 
| Pet. Nay, come Kate; come you muſt not look ſo ſower. 
Kath. It is my Faſhion when I ſee a Crab. 
Pet. Why here's no Crab, and therefore look not ſower. 
Kath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. | 
Kath. Had I a Glaſs I would. 
Per. What, you mean my Face? 
Kath, Well aim'd of ſuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by St. George 1 am too young for you; 
Kath. Yet you are wither'd. 
Pet. Tis with Cares. 
Kath. | care not, 
Pet. Nay, hear you Kate. Infooth you Si not t (0! 
Kath. I chafe you if I tarry; let me go. 188 
Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle: 
"Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 
And nov! I find Report a very Liar, 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome. Pefing courteous, 
But ſlow in Speech, yet ſweet as -time Flowers; 
Thou cart not frown, thou can'ft not look aſcance, 
Nor bite the Lip, as angry Wenches will. 
Nor haſt thou Pleaſure to be croſs in Talk: 
But thou with Mildneſs entertain ſt th Wooers, 
With gentle Conference, ſoft, and affable. 
Why doth the World report that Kate doth imp? ? 
Oh Nand' rous World: Kate, like the Hazle Twig, 
Is ſtraight, and ſlender, and as brown in hue 
As Hazle Nuts, and fweeter than the Kernels. 
Oh let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt nor halt. 
Kath. Go Fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command; 
Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become a Grove, 
As Kate this Chamber with her princely Gaite? 
O be thou Dian, and let her be Kare, 
And then let Kate be chaſt, and Dian ſportful. 5 
Kath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly Speech? 


Pez. It is extempore from my Mother-wit. 
Kath. A witty Mother, witleſs elle her Son. 
Fer. Am 1 not wile? 


SF Kaih, 
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Kath. Yes; keep you warm. 
Pet. Marry fo I mean, ſweet Katharine, in thy Bed: 
And therefore ſetting all this Chat aſide, 
Thus in plain Terms: Tour Father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be my Wife; 22 greed on, 
And will you, nill you, I will matry 
Now, Kate, 1 am a Husband fol yo your 4A 
For by this Light, whereby I ſee thy Beauty, 
225 1 —_ 425 doth make me like thee well, 
Thou muſt be married to no Man but me. 
| Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, and Tranio. 
For I am he am born to tame you Kate, 
And bring you from a wild Cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other Houſhold Kates; 
Here comes your Father, never make Denial, 
I muſt and will have Katherine to my Wife. 
| Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with my 
Daughter? | 
Per. How but well, Sir? How but well? b 
It were impoſſible 1 ſhould ſpeed amis. 
| Be. bp how now Danger Kaka, in your F 


ps? \ 
| Kath. Call me Daughter? Now I 
You have earl a a tender fatherly * ö 0 
To wiſh me wed to one half Lunatick, 
A madcap Ruffian, and a ſwearing = 
That thinks with Oaths to face the Matrer out. end | þ 
Pet. Father, tis thus; your ſelf and all the World 
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; A „ 
If ſne be curſt, it is for Policy, b 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the Dove: 
She is not hot, but remperate as the Morn; 8 
For Patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel, N 
1 


r 
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And Roman Lucrecs for her Chaſtity 


And to conclude, yo, have 15 well together, 
That upon Sunday 8 = 


| Kath. In de b "py 
fi Gre. Hark: Petruchio, of e ſhe”! ſee thee bang d firſ 
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Irn. ls this your Speeding ? Nay, then good night our part. 
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Pet. Be patient, Gentlemen, I chuſe her for my * 
If ſhe and I be pleas'd, what's that to you? 
'Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall flill be curſt in Company. 
I tell you tis incredible to believe | 
How much ſhe loves me; oh the kindeſt Kas! 
She hung about my Neck, and kiſs and kiſs 
She vy d ſo faſt, proteſting Oath on Oath, 
That in a Twink ſhe won me to her Love. 
Oh you are Novices; 'tis a World to ſee 
How tame, when Men and Women are alone, 
A meacock Wretch can make the curſteſt Shrew ; 
Give me thy Hand, Kate, I will unto Venice, 
To buy Apparel gainſt the Wedding Day; 
Provide the Feaſt, Father, and bid the Guefts, 
I will be ſure my | Katherine ſhall be fine. 
Bap. I know not what to lay, but give me your Hands, 
God ſend you Joy, Petruchio, tis a Match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen fay we, we will be Witneſſes, 
Pet. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen, adieu, 
1 will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, | 
We will have Rings and Things, and fine Array, 5 
And kiſs me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 
[Ex. Petruchio and Katharins | 
Gre. Was ever Match clapt up ſo ſuddenly? | 
Bap. Faith, Gentlemen, now Tobey a Merchant's Part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate Mart. 
| Tra. Twas a Commodity lay fretting by you ; 
; Twill bring you Gain, or periſh on the Seas. 
Bap. The Gain I ſeek, is qu niet in the Match. 
Gre, No doubt but he ha got a quiet Catch: 
But now Baptifia, to your younger < 1 
Now is the Day we have long looked for 
I am your Neighbour, and was Suitor firft. 
Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than Words can witnefs, or your Thoughts can 
Gre. You ling, thou canſt not love ſo Dear as J. 
Tra. Grey 3 thy Love doth freeze. 
Gre. But — doth fry. 
Skipper, ſtand back; Way nouriſheth, 


Tra, 
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Tra. But Youth in Ladies Eyes that flouriſheth. 
Bap. 1 you Gentlemen, I will 3 this 
Strife; 
"Tis Deeds muſt win the Prize, and he of both 
That can aſſure my Daughter greateſt Dower, 
Shall have Biancas Love. 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure ber? 
SBre. Firſt, as you know, my Houſe within the City | 
ls richly furniſhed with Plate bi n 
Baſons and Ewers to lave her dainty Hands: a 
My Hangings all of Tirian Tapeftry ; 
In Ivory. Coffers I have ſtuft my Crowns; 
In Cypreſs Cheſts my Arras. Counterpanes, 
Coſtly Apparel. Tents and Canopies, 
Fine Linnen, Turkey Cuſhions boſt with Pearl, 
Vallens of Venice Gold. in Needle-work; 
| Pewter and Braſs, and all things that belong 8 | 
To Houſe, or Houſekeeping: Then at wy Farm ; " 
4 


1 have a bundred Milch-kine to the Pail, 
Sixſcore fat Oxen ſtanding in my Stalls; 
And all things anſwerable to this Portion. 
My ſelf am ſtrook in Years, I muſt confeſs, 
And if 1 die to Morrow, this is hers, 1 
If whilſt 1 live ſhe will be only mine. 
Ty That only came well in: Sir, liſt to * 
I am my Father's Heir, and only Son; 
If 1 may have your Daughter to my Wife, 
III leave her Houſes three or four as good, 
Within rich Piſa Walls. as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; | 
Beſides two thouſand Ducats by the Year 
Of fruitful Land; all which ſhall be her Jointure: 
What, havel inch'd you, Signior Gremo? 
Gro. Two thouſand Ducats by the Year of Land! 
My Land amounts not to fo much in all: 
That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an A geſie 
That now is lying in Marſellies Road. | 
What, have 1 3 you with an Argoſſe ? 4 
Tra. Gremio, tis known my Father hath no leſs 
Than thrce great drgoſees, belides two * 
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And twelve tight Gallies; theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, what e er thou offer ſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offer d all; I have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all 1 have; 
If you like me ſhe ſhall have me and mine. 
Tra. Why then the Maid is mine from all the World 
By your firm Promiſe; Gremio is out- vied. FR 
Bap. I muſt confeſs your Offer is the beſt; 
And let your Father make her the Aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me: 
If you ſhould die before him, where's her Dower? 
Tra. That's but a Cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young Men die as well as old? 
Bap. Well. Gentlemen, I am thus reſolyd, 
On Sunday next, you know. 
My Daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now on che Sunday following ſhall Bianes 
Re Bride to you, it you make this Aſſurance; 
If not, to Signior Gremio: 5 
And ſo I take my leave, and thank you both. [Exit, 
Gre. Adieu good Neighbour. Now 1 fear thee not: 
Sirrah, young Gameſter, your Father were a Fool 
To pive thee all; and in his waining Age 
Set Foot under thy Table: tut, a Foy; | 5 
An old Italian Fox is net ſo kind, my Boy. [Exis, 
Tra. A Vengeance on your crafty withered Hide; 
Yet I have fac'd it with a Card of ten: 
'Tis in my Head to do my Maſter good; 
I ſee no Reaſon, but ſuppos'd Lucentio 
May get a Father, call'd ſuppos d Vincentio; 
And that's a Wonder: Fathers commonly 
Do re Children; bur in this Caſe of wooing, 
A Child ſhall get a Sire, if 1 fail not of my Cunning. 
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ACT IL SCENE 1 
Euter Lucentio, Hortenſio, and Bianca. 


Lr. L. Idler, forbear; you too forward, Sir: 
Have you ſo ſoon the Entertainment 
Her Siſter welcom d you withal? 
Hoy. But wrangling Pedant, this is 
The Patroneſs of Heay'nly-Harmony ; 
| Then give me leave to have Prerogative ; | 
And when in Muſick we have ſpent an Hour, 
Tour Lecture ſhall have Leiſure for as much. 
Lac. ſterous Aſs, that never read fo far, 
To know the Cauſe why Muſick was ordain'd: 
Was it not to refreſh the Mind of Man 
After his Studies, or his uſual Pain? 
Then give me leave to read Philoſophy, 
And while I pauſe, ſerve in your Harmony. 
+ Hor. Sen 1 will not bete held ſrave: of thine; 
Bian. Why, Gen 
To firive for that which in my Choice : 
I am no dcholer in the Scivels; 
Ill not be tied to Hours, nor pointed Times, 
But learn my Leſſons as I pleaſe my ſelf; 
And t ct of al Sf, ber fi we down, : 
e you your [ ou the whiles, 
Ws Loaf wil dedeas cos you nnd ain 
Hor. You'll leave his Lecture when I am in Tune? 
Luc. That will be never: Tune your Inſtrument. 2 
| Dian. Where left we laſt? 


Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hie o Sigeia tel, 


Hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis. 
ian. Conſtrue them. 
22 as I told you . I am Lucen- 


tio, lic eſt. Son unte — of Piſa, Sigeia tellus, dil- 
| guiſed thus to get your Love, hic fleterat, and that Lacen- 
tio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my Man Trauis, regia, 
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Hor. Madam, my Inftrument's in tune, 
Bian. Let's hear. © fie, the Treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the Hole, Man, and tune again. 
Bian. Now let me fee if I can conſtrue it: Hic ibas Si- 
mois, I know you not, hic eft Sigeis tellus, I truſt you not, 
hic ſteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, pre- 
ſume not, celſa ſenis, deſpair not. I 
Hor. Madam, tis now in tune. | 
Luc. All but the Baſe. | 
Hor. The Baſe is right; us the baſe Knave that jars, 
How fiery and froward our Pedant is! 
Now Rn. Life that Knave doth court my Love; 
Pedaſcule, I N I 
In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt, 
Bian. Miſtruſt it not, for fure Zacides 
Was Ajax, call'd ſo from his Grandfather. 
I muſt believe my Maſter, elſe I promiſe you, 
[ ould be zequing Bll wen thet Doude, 
But let it reſt. Now Licio to you: 
Good Maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
— WH 1 
1 22 You ma go walk, and give me leave a while; 
Ku three Parts. | 
* 8 I muſt wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiy'd, 
Our fie Muſician ouch 
Hor ore you t the Inſtrument, 
To len the Ooh of np Fi 
I muſt begin with Rudiments of Art, 
To 5 Gamut in a brie fer ſort, 
— pithy, and effect ual, 


Than been taaght ors Trade; 
And there it is in Wri 24 irly dra 4 7 
Bian. Why, I am paſt my Gamut « long ago. 


Hor. Yet read the Gamut of 
Bian. Gamas I am, the Ground of all Accord, 
Are, to plead Hortenſio's 
Beeme, Bianca, rake him for thy Lord, 
Cfant, that loves thee with all Affection, 
D fel re, one Cliff, emo Notes have l. 
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Elami, ſhow Pity, or I die. 

Call you this Gamut? Tut, I like it not; 

Old Faſhions pleaſe me beſt; I am not ſo nice 

To change true Rules for ne V Inventions. 

. os : SR Servant. , 
Serv. Miftreſs, your Father prays you leave your Bock; 

And help to dreſs your Siſter's Charaber up; n 

You know to Morrow is the Wedding- Day. 

Bian. Farewel ſweet Maſters both; I muſt be gone. Ex. 
Luc. Faith Miſtreſs, then I have no Cauſe to ftay. ¶ Exit 
Hor. But I have Cauſe to pry into this Pedant; 

Methinks he looks as tho? he were in love: - 

Vet if thy Thoughts, Bianca be ſo humble 

To caſt thy wandring Eyes on every Stale; 

. Seize thee that lift; if once I find thee ranging, | 

Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit, 

Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, Bi- 

7 anca, and Attendants. 1 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed Da 

That Katharine and Petruchio ſhould be ied; 

And yet we hear not of our Son-in-Law. 

What will be ſaid? what Mockery will it be, 

To want the Bridegroom when the Prieſt attends 

To {;cak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage? 

What ſays Lucentio to this Shame of ours? 
Kath. No Shame but mine; I muſt, forſooth, be forc'd 

To give my Hand oppos d againſt my Heart, | 

Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of Spleen, 

Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 

I told you I, he was a frantick Fool, - 

Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt Behaviour: 

And to be noted for a merry Man, 

He'll woo a thouſand, point the Day of Marriage, 

Make Friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the Banes; 

Vet never means to wed where he hath wood. 

Now muſt the World point at poor Katherine, 

And fay, lo there is mad Perruchio's Wife, | 

If it would plcaſe him come and marry her. 

Da. Patience good Katharine, and Baptiſta too; 

Upon wy Life Petruchio means but well, / 
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Whatever Fortune ſtays him from his Word. 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him paſſing wile; 
Tho' he he merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 
Kath Would Katharine had never ſeen him tho'. | 
| [Exit weeping. 
Bap. Go, Girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
For ſuch an Injury would vex a Saint, 
Much more a Shrew of thy impatient Humour, 
Buter Biondello. LN 
Bion. Maſter, Maſter; old News, and ſuch News as you 
never heard of, + 0 ap 
Bap. Is it new and old too? How may that be? 
Bion. Why, isit not News to hear of Petruchio's coming? 
Bap. Is he come? R 
Bion. Why. no Sir. 
Bap. What then? 
Bion. He is coming. 
Bap. When will he be here? 1 
Bion. When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there} 
Tra. But ſay, what to thine old News? : 5 
Bion. Why Petruchio is coming in a new Hat and an old 
erkin; a Pair of old Breeches thrice turn d; a Pair of 
s that have been Cand!e-Caſes, one buckled, another 
lac d; an old ruſty Sword ta'en out of the Town-Armory, 
23 WY with abroken Hilt, and Chapeleſs, with two broken Points; 
| his Horſe hip'd with an old mothy Saddle, the Stirrops of 
no Kindred; belides poſſeſt with the Glanders, and like to 
mole in the Chine, troubled with the Lampiſſe, infected 
with the Faſhions full of Windgalls, ſped with Spavins, raied 
with the Yellows, paſt Cure of the Fives, ſtirk ſpoiled with 
the Staggars, begnawn with the Bots, waid in the Back, and 
Shoulder-ſhotten, near leg'd before, and with a half checkt 
Bit, and a Headſtall of Sheep's Leather, which being re - 
ſtrain d to keep him from ſtumbling hath been often burſt, 
and now repair'd with Knots; one Girt fix times piec'd, 
and a Woman's Crupper of Velure, which hath two Let- 
ters for her Name, fairly ſet down in Studs, and here and 
there piec d with Packthred. pes : 
Bap. Who comes with him? 


at Bien, 
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Bien. Oh Sir, his Lackey, for all the World capari- 
ſon d like the Horſe, witha linnen Stock on one Leg, anda 
kerſey Boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd with a red and blue 
Lift, an old Hat, and the Humour of forty Fancies prickt 
up in't for a Feather: A Monſter, a very Monſter in Appa- 
rel. and not like a Chriſtian Foot-boy, or Gentleman's Lackey. 
Tra. Tis ſome odd Humour pricks him to this Faſhion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean Apparelld. _ 
Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 
Bion. Why Sir, he comes not. 
Bap. Dial thou not ſay he comes? 
Blow. Who? that Petruchia came? 
Bap Ay, that Petruchio came. 
1 io, Sir; 1 ſay his Horſe comes with him on his 
Nas. Why that's all one. 5 
Dien. Nay, by St. amy, 1 hold you 2 PO 
A Ver cad a Min 6 ane that as and yet not 
| Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaſtically habited. 
Pet. Come, where be theſe Gallants? Ware 8 at Heme? 
Bap. You are welcome, Sir. | 
| Pez. And yet I come not well, 
Bap. And yet you halt not. 
_ Tra. Not fo well rell'd as 1 wiſh you were. 
Pet. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride? 
How does my Father? Geatles, methinks you frown, 
And A this y Company. 
As if they faw ſome rous „ 
Some 2 or unuſual Prodigy 
Bap. Why, Sir, you know 21 5 — 
Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come; 
| Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided: 
Fie, doff this Habit, ſhame to your Eſtate, 
An Eye-ſore to our ſolemn Feſtival. 
Tra. And tell us what Occaſion of Import : 
| Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your Wife, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your ſelf? 
= - Todious it were to toll and harſh to hear: 
Sufficeth 1 am come to keep my Word, 
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Tho' in ſome Part enferced to digreſs, 
Which at more Leiſure I will ſo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
The Morning wears; tis time we were at Church. 
Tra. See not your Bride in theſe unreyerent Robes; 
Go to my Chamber, put on Cloaths of mine. 
Pet. Not I; believe me, thus V1! viſit her. 


| Ba. But thus, I truſt, edgy rd wn 1 
Pet. — {—_ even "thus; ee done with 
Wo ch 


To me ſhe's marreid, not unto my Clothes: 
Could I nk whit ho will vent ha me, 
As I could change theſe poor Accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. 
But what a Fool am I to chat with you, | 
When I ſhould bid good Morrow to my Bride, — 
And ſeal the Title with a lovely Kiſs? (Exit. 
Tra. He hath ſome Meaning in his mad Attire: 
We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 

To put on better ere he go to Church, 1 of 
Bab. I'll after bim, and ſee the Event of this. Lea. 
3 

ather s 0 to 
As before I imparted to your Wor wy 
I am to get a Man, what e'er he be 
It tithe foe mine, well fic him to our Turn, | 
And he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa, 
And make Aſſurance here in Padua, 
3 reater Sums than I have promiled : 
you quietly enzoy W. Hope, 

And marry ſweet Bianca with Conſent 

Luce Were it not that my fellow School-maſter 
Doth watch Biancas Steps ſo narrowly, 
'Twere good methinks to ſteal our 1 
Which once perform d, let all the World ſay no, 
I'll keep mine own, deſpight of all the World. 

Tra, That by Degrees we mean to look into, 

And watch our Vantage in this Bufineſs: 
We'll over- A the i Gremis. 
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The narrow prying Father Minola, 
The quaint Mufician amorous Licio; 
All for my Maſter's ſake Lucentio. 
3 5 Enter Gremio: 3 
Signior Gremio. came you from the Church? 
Gre. As willingly as e er I came from School. 
Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A Rridegroom ſay you? *Tis a Groom indeed, 
A grumbling Groom, and that the Girl ſhall find. 
Tra. Curſter than ſhe? why tis impoſſible. 
Gre. Why he's a Devil, a Devil, a very Fiend. 
Tra. Why ſhe's a Devil, a Devil, the Devil's Dam. 
Gre. Tut, ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him: 
Til tell you. Sir Lucentio, 'when the Prieſt 
Should ask if Katharme ſhould be his Wife? . 
Ay, by Gogs-woons, quoth he; and ſwore fo loud, 
Thar, all amaz d, the ref let fall the Book; 
And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 5 
This mad - brain d Bridegroom took kim ſuch a Cuff, 
That down fell Paicſt and Book, and Book and Prieſt. 
No take them up, quoth he, if any liſt, 
Tia. What ſaid the Wench, when he roſe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp d and ſwore; 
As if the Vicar meant to cuzen him. 4 
But after many Ceremonies done, 
He calls for Wine: A Health, quoth he; as if 
He had been Aboard carowzing to his Mates 
After a Storm; quatt off the Muſcadel, | 
And threw the Sops all in the Sexton's Face; 
Having no other Keaſon, but that his Beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ack 
His Sops as hę was drinking. This done, he took 
The Bride about the Neck, and kiſt ker Lips 3 
With ſuch a clamorous Smack, that at the Parting 
All the Church did Eccho; and I ſeeing this, 
Came thence for very Shame; and after me 
I know the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 
Never was before. Hark, hark, I hear the Minſtrels play, 
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Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Hortenſio. and Baptiſta 
Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you tor your Pains: 
I know you think to dine with me to Day, 
And have prepar'd great Store of wedding Cheer; 
But fo it is, my Haſte doth call me hence; 
And therefore here I mean to take my Leave. 
Bap. Is't poſſible you will away to Night? 
Pet. I muſt away to Day, before Night come: 
Make it no Wonder; if you knew my Buſineſs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And honeſt Company, I thank you all. 
That have beheld me give — my ſelf 
To this moſt patient, ſweer and virtuous Wife: 
Dine with my Father, drink a Health ro me, 
For I muſt kence, and fare wel to you all. 
| Tra. Let us intreat you my ul alter Dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre. Let me intreat an 
Pet. It cannot be. 
Kath. Let me intreat you. 
Pet. | am content. 
Kath. Are you content to ſtay? 


Pet. | am content you ſhall intreat me lay ; 


But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 


Kath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. 
_ Pet. Grumio, my Horſes. 


Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready: ths Oats have eaten the Horſes 
Kath. Nay then | 


Do what thou canſt, I will not go to Day; 
No, nor to Morrow, nor 'till I pleaſe my ſelf: 
The Door is open, Sir, there lyes your Way, 
You may be jogging whiles your Boots are 
For me, I'll n 2 gone till 1 pleaſe my fat: 
'Tis like you'll — a jolly ſurly Groom, 
That :ake it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 

Pet. O Kate. content thee; prethee be not ang 
Kath. I will be angry; what haſt thou to do? 
Father be quiet; he ſhall ſtay my Leiſure. 


Gre, Ay, marry *, now it begins to work. 
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Kath, Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner, 
1 fee a Woman may be made a Fool, | 
If ſhe had not a Spirit to reſiſt. 

Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy Command, 
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her: 
'Go to the Feaſt, revel and domineer; 
Cy ens: 
Be mad and merry, or go your ſelves; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe mult with me. 
Nay, look net big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
] will be Maſter of what is mine own; 
She is my Goods, my Chattels, ſhe is my Houſe, 
My Houſhold Stuff ny Field, my Barn, 
My Horſe, my Ox, my Aſs, my any thing; 
Aud here ſhe ftands, touch her who ever dare; 
Tl bring my A&tion on the proudeſt he, 
That ſtops yy eres Grumio, 
Draw forth pon; we are beſet with Thieves; 
Reſcue thy Miſtreſs if thou be a Man: 
Fear not, lerer Wench, they ſhall not touch thee, Kate; 
II buckler thee OOO Exe. Pet. and Kath, 


Bap. Nay, let a cov uiet ones. 
as. Went they not quickly, "would Ge with Lag 


The Of all mad Matches, neyer was the like. 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your ion of your Siſter? 
© Dian, That bei her ſelf, ſhe's madly mared. 
Gre, I warrant im Petruchio is Kated. Fe 
Bap. Neighbours and Friends, the' Pride and . 
i groom wants 
For to ſupply the Places at the Table ; 
Tou know mom w_ . f at the Feaſt: 
Lucentio, you u Bridegroom's Place. 
And let Mues take — room. 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to Bride it? 
Bap. She . E: Come, Gentiemes, . go. 


_ hw ie 
|  Grv. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all mad Matters, and 
all foul ways: data anoadodant, = 
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raide ? wasever Man ſo weary? I am ſent before to make 
a Fire, and they are coming after to warm them: Now 
were I not a little Pot, and ſoon hot, my v * s might 
freeze to my Teeth, my T to the of my 
Mouth, my Heart in my Belly, ere I ſhould come * a Fire 
to thaw me ; but I with blowing the Fire ſhall warm 
my ſelf; for "conſidering the W „a taller Man than! 
will take cold: Holla, hoa, Curtis ! 5 | 
_ Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is it that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru. A Piece of Ice. If thou douke it, thou mayſt mae 
from my Shoulder to my Heel, with no greater a run but 
my Head and my Neck. A Fire, good Curtis. 

Curs. Is my Maſter and his Wife coming, Grumio? 


Grum. Oh ay, Curtis, a7; and therefore Fire, Fire, cat 
on no Water. | 


Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a Shrew as ſhe's reported? 
Grm. She was, good Curtis, before the Froſt; but thou 
know'ſt Winter tames Man, Woman and Beaſt, for it hath 
tam'd my old Maſter, and my new Miſtreſs, and my fell. 
fellow Curtis. 
Curt. Away, you three-inch'd Fool; I am no Beaſt. 
Gru. Am I but three Inches? why x thy Heap bs 6 Face, 
and fo long am I at the leaſt. But wilt make a Fire, 
or ſhall I complain on thee to our Miſtreſs, whoſe Hand, 
ſhe being now at Hand, thou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold 
Comfort, flow in thy hot Office, 


Curt. I good Grams tell me, how goes the 
World? 


Grun. A cold World, Curtis, in Office but thine; 


and therefore Fire: Do thy Duty, and have thy Duty; for 
my Maſter and Miſtreſs a almoſt frozen to Death. 


Curt. There's Fire ready; and therefore, good Grumio, 
the News. | 


Gru. Why, ack Boy, ho Boy, and as much News us 
thou wilt. 


Curt. Come, you are ſo full of Conycatchi ? 
Gru. Why therefore Fire; for I have 1 be excream | 
Ho 


—_— OE 


cold. Where's the Cook? «Supper rad, th 
trimm d, 6 
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men in their new Fuſtian, rheir white Stockings, and eve. 
ry Officer his wedding Garment on? Be the Jacks fair 
within, the Jills fair without, Carpets laid, and every 
thing in order? 1 . 
Curt All ready: And therefore I pray thee what News? 
Gru. Firſt, know my Horle is tired, my Maſter and 
Miſtreſs fall'n out. A | Ty 

4 =; ATE SER | | 

Gru. Out of their es into the Dirt; and thereby 
hangs a Tale. * ls x ar: a. a 
Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio. 
Gru. Lend thine Ear. 

Curt. Her e. | | | 
Gra. There.  —_ C! trikes him. 
Curt. This is to feel a Tale, not to hear a Talc. 

Gru. Ard therefore tis call'd a ſenſible Tale: and this 
Cuff was but to knock at your Ear, and beſeech liſtning, 
| Now I begin: Imtrimis we came down a foul Hill, my 
Maſter riding behind my Miſtreſs. e 
Curt. Both on one Horſe? 

Gru. What's that to thee? 

Gwe. Why a Horſe, 2 

Gru. Tell thou the Tale. But hadſt thou not croſt me, 
thou ſhuuki'ſt have heard how her Horſe fell, and ſhe un- 
der her Horſe: thou ſhould'ſt have heard in how miery a 
moot how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left her with the 
| Hor{e upon her, how he beat me becauſe her Horſe ſtum- 

bled, how ſne waded through the Dirt to pluck him off 
me; how he ſwore, how ſhe pray'd that never pray d 
before; how 1 cry'd, how the Horſes ran away, how her 
Bridle was burſt, how I loſt my Crupper; with many 
things of worthy Memory, which now ſhall die in obli- 
| vion, and thou return unexperienc'd ta thy Grave, 

Curt. By this reckoning he is more Shrew than ſhe. 
Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 
find when he comes home. But what talk I of this? Call 
forth Nathaniel, Foſeth, Nicholas, Philip. Walter, Sugerſop, 
and the reſt : Let their Heads be ſleekly comb d, their blue 
Coats bruſh'd, and their Garters of an indifferent knit; let 

them curtſie with their left Legs, and not preſume to touch 
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a hair of my Maſter's Horſe Tail, ill they kifs their 
Hands. Are they all ready? 


Curt. They are. 
Gru. Call them forth. 
Curt. Do you hear, ho? You muſt meet my Maſter, to 


Countenance my Miſtreſs. 


Gru. Why ſhe hath a Face of her own. 
Curt. Who knows not that? 


Gru. Thou it ſeems, that call ſt for . to Coun: 
tenance her. 


Curt. I call them forth to Credit her. 


Enter four or five Serving men. 

Gru. Why ſhe comes to borow nothing of them, 
Nat. Welcome home, Grumio. 

_ Phil, How now, Grumio / 

Foſ. What, Grumio! —_ 

Nick. Fellow Grumio! 

Nath. How now, old Lad. 

Gru. Welcome you; how now you; what you; fellow 
you; and thus much for Greeting. Now, my ſpruce 
Companions, is all 1ezdy, and all things neat? 

Nat. All things are ready; how near is our Maſter? 

Gru. Een at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 


not— Cocks Paſſion, ſilence, I hear my Maſter. 


Enter Petruchio and Kate. 


. Where be theſe Knives? What, no Man at Door | 


to hold my Stirrup, nor to take my Horſe ? Where ** | 
thaniel Gregory, Philip: 
All Ser. Here, here, Sir; here, Sir. , 
Pet. Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, here Sir? 
You loggerheaded and unpeliſh'd Grooms: 
What? no Attendance? no ? no Duty? 
Where is the fooliſh Knave I ſent before? 
Gru. Here Sir, as fooliſh as I was before, 


Pet. You Peaſant Swain, you Whoreſon, Malt-horſe 


Did not 0 1 thee meet me in the Park, 


And bring along the raſcal Knaves with thee? 


Gru. Nathaniel's Coat, Sir, was not fully made: 
And Gabriels Pumps were all — ich Heel? 
r There 
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There was no Link to colour Peter's Hat, 

And Walter's Dagger was not come from ſheathi ng: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and * 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggarly, 

Jet as they are, they come to meet you. 
| Pet. Go, Raſcals, go and fetch my Supper in. [Exit Ser, 
Where is the Life that late I led? 

Where are thoſe? — Sit down Kate, 

And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 

Enter Servants with Supper. 

Why when I fay? Nay, good ſweet Kate be merry. 
Off with my Boots, you Rogue: You Villains, when? 

it was the Friar of Orders grey, [Sings 
| A be forth walked on bis way. 
Out you Rogue, you pluck my Foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the ether. [Striteshim 
Be merry, Kate: Some Water here; what hoa. 
Enter one with Water. 
Where's my Spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get ou hence, 
And bid — Couſin Ferdinand come cher 4 "> 
One, Kate, that you muſs kiſs, and be 3 a 
| Where are my Slippers? ſhall I have ſome Water? 
Come Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily: 


a aa @#qQ©dd co 


You whoreſoa Villain, will you let it Fall? 

Kat. Patience, I pray you, twas a fault unwilling. 

Pet. A whoreſon, e- headed, flat- ear d Knave: 
Come, Kate, fit down, I know you have a Stomach. 
Will you give Thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſe 1 17 5 
What's this, Mutton? | 

x © 
Per. Who brought it? 
Ser. I. 


Piet. Tis burnt, and & in old the diene: | 
What Dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal Cook? _ 
How durſt you, Villains, bring it from the Dreſſer, 
And ſerye it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, Trenchers, Cups and all: 
[Throws the Mean &c. about the Stage, 
| You heedleſs Jolt-heads, and unmanner'd Slaves. 


What, do you grumble? I'll be with you ſtraight, 
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Kat. I pray you, Husband, be not ſo diſquiet, 
The Meat was well, if you were ſo contenred. 
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I expreſly am forbid to touch it: 
For it engenders Choler, planteth Anger, 
And better twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are Cholerick, 
Than feed it with ſuch over-roafted Fleſh: 
Be patient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 


And for this Night we'll faſt for Compa 


Come, I will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber Exeumt. 
Enter Servants ſeverally. 

Nath. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 

Peter. He kills her in her own Humour, 

Gru. Where is he? 

_ Enter Curtis, a Servant. 

Curt. In her Chamber, making a Sermon of Continenc 
to her, and rails, and ſwears, and rates; and ſhe, poor Soul 
knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, and lits . 
as one new riſen from a Dream. Away, away, for he is 
cg hither. 

3 | Zn Petruchio . 

Pet. Thus have 1 politickl un my Rei 
tl e, 
My Faulcon now is empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe ft nar de 6 gorg d, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her Lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keeper's call 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe — 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedicar. 
She cat no Meat to Day, nor none ſhall eat. 

Laſt Night ſhe flept not, nor to Night ſhall not: 
As with the Meat, ſome Fault 

I'll find about the making of the Bed. 
And here I'll fling the Pillow, there the Bolſter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets 
Ay, and —- this hurly I'll hs 

That all is done in — Care of her. 

And i in conclufion, ſhe ſhall _ all Night, 
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And if ſhe chance to nod III rail and brawl, 


And with the Clamour keep her ſtill awake. 

This is a way to kill a Wife with Kindneſs, | 
And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong Humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a Shrew, 


Now let him ſpeak, tis Charity to ſhew. (Exit, 


Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. | 
Tra. Is't poſſible, Friend Licio, that Miſtreſs Bianca 


Doth fanc y any other but Lucentio? 


I tell you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. | 
_ Hoy. Sir, to fatisfie you in what I haye faid, 


35 Stand by, and mark the manner of his reaching. 


Enter Bianca and Lucentio. | 
Tuc. Now, Miſtreſs, profit you in what you ale - 
Bian. What Maſter read you firſt, reſolve me that? 
Luc. I read that I profeſs, the Art of Love 
Bian. Ard may * prove, Sir, Maſter of your Art. 
Luc. While you, ſweet Dear, prove Miſtreſs of my — 
Hor. Quick Proceeders marry ; now tell me pray. you 


that durſt ſwear that your Miſtreſs Bianca lov' d none in 


the World ſo well as Lucentio. 
Tra. Oh deſpightful Love, unconſtant Womankind! 


I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 


Her. Miſtake no more, I am not Licio, 
Nor a Mulician, as 1 em to be, 


But one that ſcorn to live in this Diſguiſe, 


For ſuch a one as leaves a Gear! 
And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion; 


Know, Sir, that | am call'd Hortenſio. 


Ira. Signior Hortenſio, | have often heard 


Of your entire Affection to Bianca, 
And ſince mine Eyes are witneſs of her Lightneſs, 
I will with you; if you be ſo contented, 5 


* (wear Bianca and her Love for ever. 
or, See how they kiſs and court. Signior Lucento, 
Here is myriltnd, and here I firmly vow 


Never to woo her more, but do — 1 


As one unworthy all the former Favours 


That J have fondly flatter d her withal. 


1 ; | T4. 


1 


mer N 
_ Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. 
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Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned Oath, 

Never to marry with her, tho' ſhe would entreat. 

Fie on her, ſee how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. TR 
Hor. Would all the World but he had quite forſworn 

For me, that I may ſurely keep mine Oath, [her. 

] will be Married to a wealthy Widow, _ ö 

Ere three days paſs, which has as long lov d me, 

As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful Haggard. 

And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio. 

Kindneſs in Women, not their beauteous Looks, 

Shall win my Love; and fo I take my leave, 5 

In reſolution as I ſwore before. [Exit Hor, 
Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca. bleſs you with ſuch Grace, 

As longeth to a Lover's bleſſed Caſe: 

Nay, 1 have ta'en you napping, gentle Love, 

And have forſworn you with Hortenſio. >” 

| Bian, Tranio, you jeſt : But have you both forſworn 


| Tae. Then we are rid of Licis. 


Tra. T faith he'll have a luſt Widow now, 
That ſha'l be woo'd and w 75 


in a day. 

Bian. God give him Joy. hy 

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her, 

Bian. He ſays ſo, Trane. 4 

Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming School. 
Bian. The taming School? What, is there ſuch a Place? 


| Tra. Ay, Miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the Maſter, 


That teacheth Tricks eleven and twenty long, | 
To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering Tongue. 
endes | 

Bion. Oh Maſter, Maſter, I have watch'd ſo long, 

That 1 am Dog weary; but at laft I ſpied 

An ancient Angel coming down the Hill 

Will ſerve the turn. TE 

Tra. What is he, Biondello? 

Bion. Maſter, a Marcantant, or a Pedant; 


I know not what; but formal in Apparel; 


In Gate and Countenance ſurly, like a Father, 
| P 3 * 
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Luc. And what of him, Tranio? 
Tra. If he be credulous. and truſt my Tale, 


In make him glad to ſeem Vineentio, 
And give Aſſurance to Baptiſts Minela, 


As if he were the right Vincentio: 


Take me your LOG, and then let me alone; 
[Ex. Luc. ou 


Enter 4 Pedant. 
Ped. God fave you, Sir. 


Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 


Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt? 


Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a Week or two; 


But then up farther, and as far as Rome; 
; And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me Life. 


Tra. What — 1 youy? 
Ped. Of Mantua 


Tra. Of Mantua, Sir? marry God forbid; 


And come to Padua, careleſs of your Life? 

| Ped. My Life, Sir; how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. Tis Death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua; know you not the Cauſe? 


Your Ships are Raid at Venice, and the Duke, 


For private Quarrel *twixt your Duke and him, 


Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it ly: 
Tis marvel, but that you are bat ly y come, 


Tou might have heard it elſe proclaim d about. 


Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worſe for me than ſo; 


For I have Bills for Mony by Exchange 


From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Courteſie, 


This will I do, and this I will adviſc you; 
Firſt tell me, have you ever been at Piſa? 


| Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; 


; Piſa renowned for grave Citizens. 


Tra. Among them know you one Vincentis? 

Ped. 1 know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A Merchant of incomparable Wealth, 
Tra. He is my Father, Sir; and ſooth to fay, h 
In Count nance ſomewhat doch reſemble you. 
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Zion. As much as an Apple doth an Oyſter, and Le. 


Tra. To fave your Life in this Extremity, 

This Favour will I do you for his fake; 
And think it not the worſt of all your Fortunes 
That you are hke to Sir Vincentio : . 
His Name and Credit fhall you undertake, 
And in my Houſe you ſhall be friendly Lodg d: 
Look that you take upon you as you ſhould. 
You underſtand me, Sir: So ſhall you ſtay 
Till you have done your Buſineſs in the City. 
If this be Court'fie, Sir, accept of ir. 2 

Ped. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
The Patron of my Life and Liberty. 

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good: - 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 
My Father is here look d for every Day, 
To paſs aſſurance of a Dowre in — 
'Twixt me and one Baftiſta's Daughter 
In all theſe Circumſtances I'll inftrut ou 
Go with me, Sir, to cloath you! as becomes _ en. 


ACTI. SCENEL 


Enter Katharina and 8 


To, no, Forſooth, I dare not for my Life, 
Kath. The more my Wrong ; the more his- 


Spire appears: 


Gru\ 


What, did he marry me to famiſh me? 


Beggars that come unto m A Door, 
Upon intreaty, have a t Alms; 
If not, elſewhere chop en meet with preſent Charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed, that I fhould intreat, 
Am ſtarv'd for Meat, giddy for lack of Sleep; 
wh _— hd ge aking, and with Brawling fed; 
{pights me _ than all theſe Wants, 
P 4 He 


That ſeed'it me with the very name of Meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
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Hie does it under name of perfect Love: 
As who would fay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat 


*Twere deadly Sickneſs, or elſe preſent Death: 
I prethee go, and get me ſome Repaſt; 
I care not what. 1 it be wholeſome Food. 
Gru. What ſay you to a Neat's Foot? hs 
| Kath *Tis paſſing good; I prethee let me have it, 
Gru l fear it is too Flegmatick a Meat: 
How fa; you to a fat Tripe finely broil'd? 
Kath. | like it well; good Grumio fetch it me. 
Gru. | cannot tell, I Roar it is Cholerick: 
What ſay you to a piece of Beef and Muſtard? 
| Kath. A Difh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gre. Ay, but the Muſtard is too hot a little. = 
Kath. Why then the Beet, and let the Muſtard reſt. 


Gru. Nay then I will not; you ſhall have the Muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no Beet of Grumio. 


Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt, 


c Why then the Muſtard without the Beef. 


Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding Slave, 
| Beats him, 


That triumph thus upon my Miſery. 


Go, get thee e, | lay. | 


| Euter Petruchio and Hortenſio with Meat. 
Pet. How fares my Kate? What, Sweeting, all amort? 
Hor. Miſtreſs, what cheer? „5 
Kath. Faith as cold as can be. ot 
Pez. Pluck up thy Spirits; look cheerfully upon me; 


Here Love, thou ſeeſt how diligent I am, 


To dreſs thy Meat my ſelf, and bring it thee: 


I am ſure, ſweet Kate, this Kindneſs merits Thanks. 


What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'ft it not: 


And all my Pains is ſorted te no proof. 
| Here take away the Diſh, 


Kath. I pray you let it ſtand. RO 
Per. The pooreſt Service is repaid with Thanks, 


And fo ſhall mine before you touch the Meat. 


Late. I thank you, Sir. Tr 
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Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame : 
Come, Miſtreſs Kate, Il bear you Company. 
Per. Eat it up all. Hortenſio if thou loveſt me, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle Hear; 
Kate, eat apace. And now my honey Love, 
Will we return unto thy Father's Houſe, 
And Revel it as bravely as the beſt, 
With ſilken Coats, and Caps. and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs, and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 
With Scarfs, and Fans, and double change of Brav'ry; 
With Amber Bracelets, heads and all this Knav'ry. 
What, haſt thou Din'd? The Taylor ftays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy Body with his ruffling Treaſure. 
rg Enter Taylor. 
Come, Taylor, let us ſee theſe Ornaments. 
© Enter Haberdaſher. . 
Lay forth the Gown. What News with you, Sir? 
Hab. Here is the Cap your Worſhip did beſpeak. 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a Porrenger, 
A Velvet Diſh; Fie, fie, tis lewd and filthy: 
Why tis a Cockle or a Wallnut: ſhell, | 
A Knack, a Toy, a Trick, a Baby's Cap. 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 
Kath. I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentle women wear ſuch Caps as theſe. _ 
Per. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not 'rill then. Ty, 
Hoy. That will not be in haſte. 5 5 
Kath. Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak Iwill. 1 am no Child, no Babe, | 
Your Betters have endur'd me ſay my Mind; 
And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your Ears. 
My Tongue will tell the Anger of my Heart, 
Oc elſe my Heart concealing it will break: 
And rather than ir ſhall, 1 will be free, 
Even to — —_—_— as I pleaſe in words. 
Per. Why thou ſay'ſt true, it is a pal 8 
A cuſtard Coin. a Rouble a filken b * 9 
1 love thee well in that thou lik ſt it not. 
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Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the Cap, 


And it I will have, or I will have none. 


Pet. Thy Gown? why ay; come, Taylor, let us ſee t. 


O mercy Heav'n, what masking Stuff is here? 


What? this a Sleeve? tis like a Demi-cannen ; 
What, up and down carv'd like an Apple Tart ? 


Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh, and flaſh, 


Like to a Cenſer in a Barber's Shop: 

Why what a Devil's name, Taylor, call'ft thou this? 
Hor. I ſee ſhe's like to have neither Cap nor Gown. 
Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, h 

According to the Faſhion of the Time. + 
Pet. Marry and did: But if you be remembred, 

I did not bid you marr it to the Time. 

Go hop me over every Kennel home, 

For — ſnall hop wit = Gan my Cuſtom, Sir: 


Til none of it; hence, make Sa beſt of it. 


Kath, 1 never ſaw a better faſnion d Gown, 


More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable: 
 Beiike you mean to make a Puppet of me. 


Pet. Why true, he means to make a Puppet of thee. 


* She ſays your Worſhip n means to make a Puppet 
of her. 


Pet. Oh moſt monſtrous 


ce! 


Thou lyeſt, thou Thread, thou Thimble, 
Thou Yard, three Quarters, half Yard, Quarter, Nad. 


Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter Cricket thou! 


Brav d in mine own Houſe with a Skein of Thread! 
Away, thou Rag, thou Quantity, thou Remnant. 


Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy Yard, 

As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou livſt: 

I tell thee I, that thou baſt marr'd her Gown. 
Tay. Your Worſhip is deceiy'd, the Gown is made 


Juſt as my Maſter had direction. 


Grumio gave Order how it ſhould be done: 
Gra I gave him no Order, I gave him the Stuſſ. 
Tay. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made? 
Gru. Marry, Sir, with Needle and Thread. 
Tay. But did you not requeſt to have it t 


ru. „ 


* 
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Ty. I have. 

Gru. Face not me: Thou haſt brav'd many _— brave 
not me; I will neither be fac'd nor bray'd. I fay unto 
thee, I bid thy Maſter cut out the Gown, but 1 id not 
bid him cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieſt. 

Tay. Why here is the Note of the Faſhion to reſtifie. 

Pet. Read it. 

Gru. The Note lies in's Throat if he fayl ſaid ſo. 

Tay. Imprimis, a looſe-bodied Gown. 

Gru. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-bodied Gown, * — 
me in the Skirts of it, and beat me to Death with a Bot- 5 
tom of brown Thread: 1 faid a Gown, 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tay. With a ſmall compaſt * 

Gru. I confeſs the Cape. 

Tay. With a Trunk Sleeve. . 

Gre. I confeſs two Sleeves. 


Tay. The Sleeves curiouſly cut. 


Pet. Ay there's the Villany. 


Gru. Error ith? Bill, Sir, Error i'th' Bill: 1 —— 
the Sleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up again, and that 


Il prove upon thee, tho thy little Finger be armed in a 


| Thünble. 


Tay. This is true that 1 Gay, and I had thee in place 
where, thou ſhould'ſt know it. 


Gru. I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the Bill, give 

me thy mete Yard, and ſpare not me. 
Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio, then he ſhall have no odds. 
Pet. Well, Sir, in brief the Gown is not for me. 


Gru. You are i'th' right, Sir, tis for my Miſtreſs. 
Pez, Go take it up unto thy Maſter's uſe. 


Gru. Villain, not for thy Life: Take up my Miſtreſs s 


Gown for thy Maſter's uſe! 


Per. Why, Sir, what's your Conceit in that ? 
Gru. Oh, Sir, the Conceit is deeper than you think for; 


Take up my Miſtreis's Gown unto his s ule? 
Oh fie, fie, fie. 


Pet. Hortenſio fag thou wilt ſee the Taylor paid. Ade. 5 


Go take it . be gone, ns lay no more. 


* 


Her. 


4 
I 
F 
4 
b 
1 


I OE D 
< TH 36. = 081 . re 
Sr + cr 


348 The Taming of the Shrew. 


Hor. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy Gown to morrow, 
Take no Unkindneſs of his haſty Words: 


Pet. Well come my Kate, we will unto your Father's, 


Even in theſe heneft mean Habiliments : 


Our Purſes ſhall be proud, our Garments poor ; 


For tis the Mind that makes the Body rich. 


And as the Sun breaks through the darkeſt Clouds, 
So Honour peereth in the meaneſt Habit. 


| What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 


Becauſe his Feathers are more beautiful? 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 

Becauſe his painted Skin contents the Eye? 
Oh no, good Kare; neither art thou the worſe 
For this poor Furniture, and mean Array. 

If thou accountſt it Shame, lay it on me; 


And therefore Frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 
To Feaſt and Sport us at thy Father's Houſe, 
Go call my Men, and let us ſtraight to him, 
And bring our Horſes unto 1 | 
There will we mount, and thither walk on Foot, | 
Let's fee, I think tis now ſome ſeven a Clock, 


And well we may come there by Dinner time. 
Kath. I dare aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two; 


And twill be Supper - time ere you come there. 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere I go to Horſe: 


Look what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ſtill croſſing it; Sirs, ler't alone, 


I will not goto day, and ere-1 do, 
It ſhall be what a Clock I ſay it is. 


— Why ſo: This Gabat will 8 Sun. 
pond Exeuns Pet. Kath. and Hor. 
Enter Tranio, and 1 the P dreſt like Vincentio. 


Tra. Sirs, this is the Houſe, pleaſe it you that 1a. 
Ped. Ay what elſe, and but 1 be deceived, 


Signior Baptiſta may remember me 
Near twenty Years ago in Genoa. 


Tra. Where we were Lodgers, at the ? 
Tis well, and hold your — any " 


e 


| #1 , 


Away I fay, commend me to thy Maſter. [ Exit Tayl. 
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Enter Biondello. 

Ped. I warrant you: But, Sir, here comes your __— 
'Twere good he were ſchool'd. 

Tra. Fear you not him; Sirrah Biondells, 
Now do your Duty throughly I adviſe you: 
Imagine twere the right Vmcentio. 
Bion. Tut, fear not me. 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy Errand to Bajtiftat 

Bion. I told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you look'd for him in Padua. | 


Tra. Th'art a tall Fellow, hold thee that to drink, 


| Here comes Baptiſa; ſet your Countenance, Sir. 


Enter Baptifta and Lucentio. 
Tra. Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met: 
Sir, this is the Gentleman 1 told you of; 
I pray you ſtand, good Father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca for my Patrim * 
Ped. Soft, Son. Sir, by your leave, having come 04. 8 
To gather in ſome Debts, my Son Lucentio 9 


Made me acquainted with a weighty Cauſe 


Of Love between = Daughter and himſelf: 
And for the good —_ I hear of you, 
he 


And for the — eth to your Daughter, ö 
And ſhe to him; to ſtay him not too long, 
] am content in a Father's Care 


To have him match'd, and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſome Agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 


With one conſent to have her ſo deſtowed: - 
For curious I cannot be with you, 


Signior Baptiſta of whom I hear ſo well. 

Bap Sir, pardon me in what I have to ay 
Your Plainneſs and your Shortneſs pleaſe me well: 
Right true it is, your Son Lacentio here 
Doth love my Daughter, 'and ſhe loveth him, 

Or both diſſemble deeply their AﬀeRions; 
And therefore if you ſay no more than this, 
* n with him, 

my Daughter a ient Dowry, 
The — 1s made, and all is done, 


250 The Taming of the Shrew. © 


Your Son ſhall have my Daughter with cenſen”. 

Ts. I thank you, Sir, where then you do know beft 
| Be we affied, and ſuch aſſurance ta en. 

As ſhall with either Parts Agreement ſtand. 
Bap. Not in my Houſe, Lucentio, for you know 

Pitchers have Ears, and I have 1 Servants; 

Beſides old Gremio is hearkning ſtill, 
And haply we might be interrupted, 

Tra. Then at my Lodging, and it like you, Sir 
There doth my Father lye; and there this Night 
We'll paſs the Buſineſs privatcly and well: 

—4 or your Daughter by your Servant here, 
Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently. 
The wa worſt is this, that at ſo ſlender warning, 
You are like to have a thin and {lender Pittance. 
Bap. It likes me well. 


ſtraight: 
And if you will, tell what hath happen'd, 
Lucensio s Father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And how ſhe's like to be Lacentio's Wife. 


2 Cambio, die you home, and bid Bianca make her ready 


Luc. I pray the gods ſhe — with all my Heart. [Exit, 
the gods 


Tra. Dally not with , but get t thee go”. | 
Enter Peter. 

Signior Baptiſta fhall I lead the way? 

Welcome! one Mets is like to be your Cheer. 


Come, Sir, we will better it in Piſa. 


Bap. I follow you. _ 


Enter Lucentio and . 
Bion. Cambio. 
Lac. What * thou, Biondellot 
Bion. You ſaw my Maiter wink and laugh n 
Lac. Biondells, what of that? = * 


Bion. Faith nothing; but has left me here behind * 
expound the Meaning or Mortal of his Signs and Tokens. 


Lu. I pray thee moralize them. 


Bion. Then thus. Bapeifia is ate talking with the de- 


- ceiving Father of a deceitful Son. 
Luc. And what of bim? 


Pg 


MY A © bw 


op &,.. 


3 And then? 


Binn. The old Prieft at St. Lee church is at t your 
Command at all Hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? 
Bion. I cannot tell, ebe bout a coun- 
terfeit Aſſurance; take you Aſſurance of her, Cum 


legio ad Imprimendum lum. to th' Church take the prick, 


Clark, and ſome i t honeſt Witneſſes: 

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to fay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 

Luc. Hearſt thou, Biondello? 


Bion. I cannot tarry; I knew a Wench married in an 
Afternoon as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſely to ſtu 


a Rabit, and ſo my ou, Sir: And fo adieu, Sir; m 
Maſter hath appointed me to 


Pick be ready to come, 


Las. I may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented: . 
She will be pleas d, then wherefore ſhould we doubt? 


. hap may, I'll roundly go about her: 
| go hard if Cambio go without her. | 
" Eneer Petruchio, Katharina, and "DFR 


Pet. Come on a God's name, once more towards our 
Father's. 


Good Lord, how 
„ 
Pet. I ſay it is the Moon that ſhines fo bright. 

Kath. 1 know it is the Sun that ſhines ſo bright 
Pet. Now by my Mother's Son, 1 

It ſhall be Moon, or Star, or what I liſt, 

Or Cer I journey to your Father's Houſe : 

Go on, and fetch our Horſes back again. 

Evermore croſt and croſt, nothin but croſt! 

Hor. Say as he ſays, or we never go. 

Kath. Forward I pray, ſince we have come ſo far, 
And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleaſe; 

And if you pleaſe to call it a Ruſh Ca le, 

* 
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Bion. His Daughter i is — by you to the 


to St. Luke's to bid the 
you come W 


ris. 


bright and goodly ſhines the Moon. | 


* = o \ 
* — Ll i 
= _ ” 
_ i Crs 2 X — 
- 4 — * 4 * bs 1 : Land 2 4 
l : _ b _— — N * N ws 
* 7 5 £ a Y q I 
s > Ss 4% oy * , > N & N 
— 4 * —— K as 7 5 S 2 — : 8 ; * ; 
= 7 $A : _— 0" — — 44, N - i Q — * 
—— . 7 _ A dn & > — >» "_ YT — 
3 ; I 


S Cd 
DET 


„. 

2 
—— 2 
=» * 
... 


i; 
* . 
j ! 
s? 
» -&. * 
* 
F 


352 The Taming of the Shrew. 


Pet. I fay it is the Moon. 

Kath. 1 know it is the Moon. 

= Nay then you lye; it is the bleſſed Sun, 
1en God be bleſt, it is the bleſſed Sun; 
Bur $ = it is not, when you ſay it is not, 
And the Moon changes even as your Mind. 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is, 


And 19 1 it ſha!l be, fo, for Katherine. 


Hor. Petruchio, go thy way, the Field is won: 


Pet. Well, forward. — thus the Bowl ſhould runs 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias: 


But ſoft, Company is coming here. 
Enter Vincentio. 


Good morrow, gentle Miſtreſs, where away? 25 Vin. 
Tell me, ſweet Kate. and tell me truly cg BY 


Haſt thou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman: 
Such war of white and red within her Cheeks: 


What Stars do ſpangle Heay'n with ſuch — 


As thoſe two Eyes become that heav'nly Face? 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee: 
_ Sweet Kate, embrace her for her 4 fake. | 
Hor. He will make the Man mad, to make a Woman 
of him. 
Kath. Young budding Virgin, fair, and freſh ,and ſweets 
Whither away, or where is thy Aboad ? 


Happy the Parents of ſo fair a Child; 


' Happier the Man whom favourable Stars 6 
Allots thee for his lovely Bedfellow. | 
| Pet. Why, how now, Kate, I hope thou art not mad! 


This is a Man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old Father, my miſtaken RM 
That have been ſo bedaz ed with the Sun, 


That every thing I look on ſeemeth preen 


Now l perceive thou art a reverend Father: 


Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. | 
Pet. Do, good old Gran 8 and withal make known 
Which way thou travelleſt; if along with us, 2 


r 


vu, 


| 
| 
: 
\ 
I 
L 


th 


} 


n 


Upon the Co 
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Tin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miſtreſs, 
That with your ſtrange Encounter much amaz'd me: 
My Name is call'd Vincentio, my Dwelling Piſa, 

And bound I am to Padua, there to viſit 
A Son of mine, which long I have not ſeen - 

Pet. What is his Name? 

Vin. Lucentio, Gentle Sir. : 

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son; 


And now <1 Law, as well as reverend Age, 
= | 


J may entitle thee my loving Father: 
The Siſter of my Wife, this Gentlewoman, _ 
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev'd, ſhe is of good Eſteem, 
Her Dowry wealthy, and of worthy Birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſeem * 
The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio. 
And wander we to ſee thy honeſt Son, 
Who will of thy Arrival — full Joyous. ; 

Vin, Rut is this true, or is it elſe your Pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant Travellers to break a Jeſt 

m_ ou overtake? 

Hor. I do aſſure thee, Father, ſo it is. 

Fer. Come, go along, and ſee the Truth hereof. 


For our firſt Merriment hath made thee jealous. [Exenunt. 


Hor, Well Petruchio, this hath put me in Heart. 
Have to my Widow, and if ſhe be froward, . 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſio to be unto ward. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio wall- 
| | ing on ens Side. 
Bion. Softly and 


ſwiftly, Sir, for the Prieſt is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondello. but they may chance to need thee 
at Home, there'ore leave us. : 
Bien. Nay, Faith, I'll ſee the Church o your Back and 
then come back to my Miſtreſs as ſoon as I can. ¶ Exeuns. 
Gre. | marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 
Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio and Gramio, 
| | with Attendants. | 8 
Pet. Sir, here's the Door, this is Lucentio's Houſe, 
My Father's bears more towards the Market-Place, 


- 


not 


II never ſaw you before in all my Life, 
Vin. What, you notorious Villain, did'ſt thou never ſee 
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Thither maſt I. and here I leave you, Sir. 

Vin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you go; 
I think I ſhall command your Welcome here; | 
And by all Likelihood ſome Cheer is toward. [ Knock, 
Gre. They're buſie within, you were beſt knock louder. 

. [Pedant looks out of the Window. 

N What's he that knocks as he would beat down the 

Gate? 
— 7 Signior Lucent io within, Sir? | 
Fed. He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 
Vin. What if a Man bring him a hundred Pound or tws 
to make merry withal. 

Ped. Keep your hundred Pounds to your ſelf, he ſhall 
need none as long as I live. 


Pez. Nay, I told you your Son was belov'd in Padua; 


do you hear, Sir, to leave frivolous Circumſtances; I pray 
you tell Signior Lucent io that his Father is come from Fiſa, 
and is here at the Door to ſpeak with him. 
Pied. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padua, and 
here looking cut of the Window. | 

Vm. Art thou his Father? 


Ped. Ay, Sir, ſo his Mother ſays, if I may believe 1 


Pet. Why how now, Gentleman! why this is flat 
Knavery to take upon you another Man's dame. 50 
Fed. Lay Hands on the Villain. I believe he means to 


cozen ſame Body in this City under my Countenance, 


Enter Biondello. 

| Diem. 1 have ſeen them in the Church together, God 
| ſend em good Shipping: But who is here? Mine old 
Maſter Vincentis? Now we are undone, and brought to 


hing. 
in. Come hither, Crackhemp. [Seeing Biondello, 
Bion. I hope I may chuſe, Sir 


Pi. Come hither jou Rog, 3 pany ww mg 


Bion. Forgot you? no Sir: I could not 


orget you, for 


thy Mafter's Father Vincentio? 
Bion. What, my old worſhipful old Maſter? Yes, mar- 
2 ſee where he looks out of the Window, - 


mn. 
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vn. Jet ſo indeed? [He beats Biondello. 


Bion. Help, help, help, here's a Mad man will murther me. 


Ped. Help, Son, a, he) Signior Baptiſta. 

Per. Preth > ot 's ſtand afide, and ſee the End of 
this 1 

Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptiſta and Tranio. 

Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my Servant? 

Vin, What am I, Sir; nay, what are you, Sir? Oh Im- 
mortal Gods! Oh fine Villain, a filken blet, a velvet 
Hoſe, a ſcarlet Cloak and a copatain Hat: Oh I am un- 
done, I am undone; while I play the good Husband at 
_— my Son and my Servants ſpend all at the Univer- 

t 

Tra. How now, what's the matter? 

Bap. What, is this Man Junatick? 

Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient n by your 
Habit, but your Werds ſhew you a Mad-man; why, Sir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold; | thank 
my good Father, I am able to maintain it, : 
Vun. Thy Father ! Oh Villain, he is a Sail-maker in 
Bergamo. | 

Bap. You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray what 
do you think is his Name? 

Vin. His Name, as if 1 knew not his Name: I have 
brought him up ever fince he was three Years old, and 
his Name is Tranio. oe 

Ped. Away, away mad Aſs, his Name is Lucent io, and 
he is mine only Son, and Heir to the Lands of me Sig- 
nior Vincentio. 

Vin. Lucentio ! Oh he hath murthered his Maſter; lay 2 
hold on him I charge you in the Duke's Name; oh my 
Son, my Son, tell me, thou Villain, where is my Son 
Lucentio ? | 

Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry this mad Knave to 
the Jail; Father Bap/iſta, 1 charge you ſee that he be 
forth-coming. | 

Vin. Carry me to Jail? 1 

Gre. Sta ” Officer, he ſhall not go to Prifon, 

= * Signior Gremio: I ſay he ſhall go to 


Gre. 
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Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt | ou be Cony? 
catch'd in this Buſineſs; 1 * ſwear is the rig 

Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou dar At. | 

Gre. Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 

Tra Then thou wert beſt ſay, that I am not Lucentis. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

; Bape. Away with the Dotard, to the Jail with * 
Enter Lucentio and Bianca. 

Vin. Thus Strangers may be hal'd and abus'd ; oh mon- 
ſtrous Villain. 

Bion. Oh we are ſpoibd, and yonder he is, deny him, 

forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 

[Exit Biondello, Tranio and Pedant As faf as may be. 
Luc. Pardon, ſweet Father. [ Kneeling, 
Vin. Lives my ſweet Son? | 
Bion. Pardon, dear Father. | | 
 Bap. How haſt thou offended? where i is — 
Luc. Here's Lucentio, right Son to the right Vincentio, 
That have by Marriage made thy Daughter mine: _ 
While counterfeit Suppoſers bleer'd thine EÄ n. 

| Gre, Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive us all. 

Vin. Where is that damn d Villain Tranio, % 

That fac'd and bray'd me in this Matter ſo? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 

Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. » 

Lac. Love wrought theſe Miracles. Bianca's Los 
Made me exchange my State with Tranio, 

While he did bear my Countenance in the Town: 

. And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 

Vato the wiſhed Haven of my Bliſs; 

What Tranio did, my ſelf enforc'd him to; 

Then pardon him, ſweet Father, for my Sake. 
15 44 lit the Villain's Noſe that would have ſent ms 
to t a! | 

5 But do you hear, Sir, have you married my 

her without asking my good Will? 


put 1 will in, to be reveng'd on this Villain. [ Exit. 
Bap. And I to found t Depth of this Knavery. [Exit. 


2 Fear not, Baptiſta. we will content you, go to: 


1 


8 r = YR * 
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Tuc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy Father will not frown ? 
[ Exemnt. 

Gre. My Cake is Dough, but I'll in among the reſt, 


Out of Hope of all but my Share of the Feaſt. [Exit 


Kath. Husband let's follow, to ſee the end of this * 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate and we will. 


Kath. What, in the midſt of the Street? 
Pet. What, art thou aſham'd of me? : 
Kath. No, Sir, God forbid ; but aſham'd to kiſs. 
Per, Why then let's Home again: Come, Sirrah, let's a2 
way. 


Kath. Nay, I will give thee « a Kiſs; ; now thee 
orgy g prey 


J. 
Pet. Is not this well? Come, my ſweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. [ Exeunt, 


Enn. 


AGTYV. SCENE I 


Enter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio, Bi- 
anca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Katharina, Grumio, 


Soma and Widow. Tranio' 5 Servants bringing ma 


Luc. 


r laft, tho long, our jarring > Notes $4 
And time long cur raging War is done, 


To {mile at *Scapes and Perils over- .,* Mohgy 


My fair Bianca, bid my Father welcome, | 
While with ſelf. ſame Kindneſs welcome chine; 
Brother Petruchio, Siſter Katharine, | 
And thou Hortenſio, with thy loving Widow ; 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my Houſe, 
My Banquet is to cloſe our Stomacks up 
After our great good Cheer: Pray you fit down, 
For now we fit to chat as well as cat. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and cat! 
Bap. Padua affords this Kindneſs, Son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hor. 9E 
et. 
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| Pet. Now for my Life Hortenſio fears his Widow: 
Hoy, Then never truſt me if I be afeard. 
Pez. You are very ſenſible, and yet you mils my Senſz 


I mean Hortenſio is aſeard of you · 


id. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round. 
Pet. Roundly replied. 

| Kath. Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 

Mid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenſio that? 
Hor. My Widow ſays, thus ſhe conceiyes her Tale. 
Pet. Very well mended, kiſs him for that, good Wi- 


dow. 


| Kath. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round-— 


I pray you tell me what you meant by that. 


id. Your Husband being troubled with a Shrew, 


| Meature's my Husband's Sorrow by his Woe; 
And now you know my _—_— 


Kath. A very mean | 
Mid. Right, I mean you. 
Kath. And I am mean indeed, reſpeRting you. 
Pet. To her, Kats. 
Hor. To her, Widow. . 
Pet. A hundred Marks, my Kate do put her down. 
Hor. That's my Office. 
Pet. Spoke like an Officer; ha, to thee Lad. 
[Drink to Hortenſie, 
Bap. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted Folks? 
Gre. Believe me, Sir, they butt Heads together well. 
Bian. Head, and but? an haſty-witted Body 


Would fay, your Head and But were Head and Horn. 


Vin. Ay, Miſtreſs Bride, bath that awaken'd you? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore Fu . 
gain. 


Pet. Nay, that thou ſhall not ſince you have begun: 


_ Have at you for a better Jeſt or 3 


Bian. Am I your Bird: I mean to ſhift my Buſh. 


And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. 


You are welcome all. {Exit Bianca, Kath. and nid 
Pet. She bath prevented me. Here Signior Tranio, 


This Bird you aim'd at, tho you hit it not, 


A 


* 
- 


Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio ſlipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his Maſter. 

Pet. A good ſwift Simile, but ſomething curriſh. 

Tr. 2 well, Sir, that you hunted for your ſelf: 
9 th „ N ur Deer does hold you at a Bay. 

Petruchio, Tranis hits you nov). 

= | 18 thee for that Gird, good Tranio. 

Hoy. Confeſs, confeſs, hath he not hit you there? 

Pet. He has a little gall'd me, I confeſs; 
And as the Jeſt did glance away from me, 


*Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 


Bap. Now in good Sadneſs, Son Petruchio, 


I think thou haſt the verieſt Shrew of all. 


Pet. Well, I fay no; and therefore for Aſſurance, 
Let's each one ſend unto his Wife, 
And he whoſe Wife is moſt obedient, 


To come at firft when he doth ſend . 


Shall win the Wager which we will * 
Hor. Content, 3 the Wager? propoſe 
Luc. Twenty Crowns. 

Pet. Twenty Crowns 

Il venture ſo much on my Hawk or Hound, 

But twenty times ſo much upon my Wife. 5 
Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match, tis ne. 
Hor. Who ſhall 
Luc. That will I. 
Go, Biendelb, bid your Miſtreſs come to me. 


Bion. I go. Ef [Exits 


— Son, I'll be your half, Biancs comes. 
Lac. I'll have no halves: 111 bear it all my fel 
| Enter Biondello, 
How now, what News? 
Bion. Sir, my Miſtreſs ſends you Word 
That ſhe is buſie, and cannot come. 


Pet. How? ſhe's buſie, and cannot eome: Is that an 


Anſwer? | 
Gre, Ay, and a kind one too: 
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Therefore a Health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 


Pray. 


6h, © = $#* „ 
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Pray God, Sir, your Wife ſend you not a worſe. 
Pet. 1 hope better. 
Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and i intreat my Wife to come 
to me forthwith. : [Exit Biondello, | 
Fet. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then ſhe needs muſt come, | 
Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 
| Enter Biondello. - 
| Yours will not be entreated: Now, where's my Wife? % 
| Bion. She ſays you have ſome goodly ſeſt in Hand, : 
She will not come: She bids you come to her, 
Pet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come! 
Oh vild, intolerable, not to be indur d: | 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your Miſtreſs, 


Say I command her to come to me. Exit Gru 
Hor. 1 know her Anſwer. 5 e 4 
a, Wan? 3 
Hor. She will not. t 
Ter. The fouler Fortune mine, and there s an end. 
Enter Katharina. 


Bap. Now, by my Hollidam, here comes Katharixe 
Kath. What is your Will, Sir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet. Where is your Siſter, and Hortenſ? s Wife? 1 
Kath. They ſit conferring by the Parlour Fire. 1 
Fez. Go, fetch them hither; if they deny to come, I 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their Husbands : C 
Away, | ſay, and 3 them bither ſtraight. [Exit Kath. 4 
Luc. Here is a Wonder, if you talk of a Wonder. 4 
Hor. And ſo it is: I wonder what it boads. M 
Pet. Marry, Peace it boads, and Love, and . Life A 
And awful Rule and right Supremacy: V 
And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and | 
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio; 
The Wager thou haſt won, and I will add 
Vnto their Loſſes twenty thouſand Crowns, 
Another Dowry to another Daughter, 
For ſhe is N ſne had never 4 
Fet. Nay, I will win my W ter 
And fv anos Sign of bes Obedience, * 
Her new-built * and Obedience. 


* 


ife, 


Enid 


4 
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Enter Katharina, Bianca and Widow. | 
See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 
As Priſoners to her womanly Perſuaſion: - 
Katharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
off with that Bauble, and throw it underfoot. 
[She pulls off her Cap and throws it down. 


uiid. Lord, let me never have a Cauſe to ſigh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſs. 


Bian. Fie, what a fooliſh Duty call you this? 
Luc. I would your Duty were as fooliſh too: 
The Wiſdom of your Duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath coſt me an hundred Crowns ſince Supper- time. 
Bian, The more Fool you for _—_ my Duty: 
Pet. Katherine, | charge thee tell theſe headſtrong Women, 
What Duty they owe to their Lords and Husbands. 
nid. Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have no 
telling. 5 „„ 
2 Come on, I ſay, and firſt begin with her. 
Mid. She ſhall not. ee IIngES 
Pet. I ſay ſhe ſhall, and firſt begin with her. ; 
Kath. Fie, fie, unknit that threatning unkind Brow, 
And dart not ſcornful Glances from thoſe Eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King. thy Governor. 
It blots thy Beauty, as Froſts bite the Meads, 
Confounds thy Fame, as Whirlwinds ſhake fair Buds, 
and in no Senſe is meet or amiable. % 
A Woman mov'd is like a Fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, bereft of Beauty ; 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty. 
Will dain to ſip, or touch a drop of it. . 
Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper, 
Thy Head, thy Soveraign; one that cares for thee 
And for thy Maintenance: Commits his Body 
To painful Labour, both by Sea and Land; 
To watch the Night in Storms, the Day in Cold. 
While thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe, 
And craves no other Tribute at thy Hands, 
But Love, fair Looks, and true Obedience; 
Too little Payment for ſo great a Debt, 
Such Duty as the Subject @wes the Prince, | 
Vor. II. Sw Even 


I am aſham'd that Women are ſo * 


Or ſeek for Rule, 4 and Sway, 
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Even ſuch a Woman oweth to her Husband: 

And when ſhe is froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſlower, 
And not obedient to his honeft Will; 


What is ſhe but a foul contending Rebel, 
And graceleſs Traitor to her loving Lord? 


To offer War where they ſhould kneel for peace; 


When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. 
Why are our Bodies ſoft, and weak and ſmooth, 


| Veapt to toil and trouble in the World, 


But that our ſoft Conditions, and our Hearts, 
Should well agree with our external Parts? 


Come, come, you're froward and unable Worms, 


My Mind hath been as big as one of yours, 1 


My Heart is great. my Reaſon haply more, 


To bandy Word for Word, and Po for Frown; | 1 


But now [I fee our Launces are but Straws, 


. Our Strength is weak, our Weakneſs paſt compare, 


That ſeeming to be moſt, which we Indes leaſt are: 
* — your Stemachs, for it is no Boot, | 


7 2 5 Hands below your Husband's Foot: 
In to | 


n of which Duty, if he pleaſe, 
rr Ry OE. 
Ter. Why, there's a Wench: Come on, and kiſs me 
Kate. 
Luc. Well, go thy ways, old Lad, for thou ſhalt hat. 
Vin. Tis a — Hearing when Children are toward. 
Luc. But a harſh Hearing when Women we . 
Per. Come, Kate, we'll to Bed, 
We two are married, but you two are ſped. 
*Twas I won the Wager, tho* you hit the White, 
Aud being a Winner, God give you goed Night. 
{Bai Petruchio and Kath. 


Hor. Now go th Ways, thou haſt tam d a curſt Shrew, 
Ls. 'Tis a Wonder, * 
"Om: 125 
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| Dramati 8 Perſo One. 


1 NG of France. 
Dube of Flo1ence. 
Bertram, Count of Roſſilion. 
Lafeu, as old Lord. 


Parolles, 4 Paraſitical Follower of Bertram, a 


Coward, but Cain, and a great Pretender u 
Valonr. 

Several owng French Lords, that ſerve with 
Bertram # the Florentine War. 


2 dene, 10 the Counteſs f Rofflion, 


Clown, 


Counteſs of Roſſilion, Mother to Bertram. 
 Helcna, Daughter to Gerard de Narbon 4 fi 


mons Phyſician, ſome time ſince dead. 
An old Widow of Florence. 


Diana, Dawginer to the Widow. + 


 Violenta,? Nei 8 and Friends : to the We 


Mariana, >. 


Lords ae on the King GER, Cc, 


The SCENE Fre partly in Francs 


and * in Tuſcany. 
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ACT J SCENE 5 


Enter Bertram, the Counteſ' of Roſſilion, Helena, 


and Lafeu 7 in Mourning. 
-GCQURNTESS 


2 a ſecond Husband, 
der my Father's Death anew ; but [ 


do whom I am now in Ward, eyer- 
— — more in Subjection. 
Lf? You hall find of the King a Husband, Madam; 


you, Sir, a Father. He that fo generally is at all times. 
good, mult of neceſſity hold his Virtue ro you, whoſe 


Worthineſs would ſtir it up were it wanted, rather than 
lack it where there is ſuch abundance. 
Count. What hope is there of his Majeſty's amendment? 


Laf. He hath abandon d his P e Madam, under 


Time with Hope, and 
finds no other advantage in the Proceſs, but only the lo- 


whoſe Practices he hath perſecut 
ſing of Hope by Time. 


Count, This young Gentlewoman had a Father, O that. 
had! How fad a Paſſage tis! whoſe Skill was almoſt as 
great as his Honeſty ; had it ſtrerch'd fo far, it would have 


made Nature immortal, and Death ſhould have play for 


lack of work. Would, for the King's fake, he were li- 


ving, I think it would be the Death of the King's D.ſeaſe. 
8 


N delivering my Son from me, T bury: 
Bl Ber. And in going, Madam, I weep- 
muſt attend his Majeſty's Command, 
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Laf. How call'd you the Man you ſpeak of, Madam ? 

Count. He was famous, Sir, in his Profeſſion, and it was 
his great Right to be ſo: Gerard de Nurbon. 3 

Laf. He was Excellent indeed, Madam; the King very 


lately ſpoke of him admiringly and 2 He was 


skilful enough to have liv'd ſtill, if Knowle 
ſet up againſt Mortality. 
Ber. What is it, my gond Lord, the King languiſhes of? 
Laf. A Fiſtula, my Lord. — | 
Ber. I heard not of it before, 4 
Laf. I would it were not notorious. Was this Gentle- 


ge could be 


wo. nan the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon? 


Count. His ſole Child, my Lord, and bequeathed to my 


overlooking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her Edu- 
cation promiſes; her Diſpoſition ſhe inherits, which makes 


fair Gifts fairer; for where an unclean Mind carries virtu- 
ous Qualities, there Commendations go with Pity, they 
are Virtues and Traitors too: In her they are the better 


for their Simpleneſs, ſhe derives her Honeſty, and at- 
_ chieves her Goodneſs. 3 


Caf. Your Commendations, Madam, get from her Tears. 
Count. Tis the beſt Brine a Maiden can ſeaſon her Praiſe 
in. The remembrance of her Father never approaches her 
Heart, but the Tyranny of her Sorrows takes all liveli- 
hood from her Check. No more of this, Helena, go to, 
no more, leſt it be rather thought you affect a Sorrow, 
than to have —— | | 
Hel. 1 do affect a Sorrow indeed, but I have it too. 
Laf. Moderate Lamentation is the Right of the Dead, 
exceiſive Grief the Enemy to the Living. 
Count. If the Living te Enemy to the Grief, the exceſi 
makes it ſoon mortal. ot 5 a hb ee 
Ber. Madam, I deſire your holy Wiſhes. 
Laf. How underſtand we that?; 
| Count Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy Father 
In Manners as in Shape: Thy Blood and Virtus 


Contend for Empire in thee, and thy Goodneſs 
Share with thy Birth. right. Love all, truſt 2 few, 


Do wrong to none: Be able for thine Enemy 3 
Rather in Power than Uſe; and keep thy Friend 8 


Mother, your Miſtreſs, and make much of her. 
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Under thy own Life's Key : Be check'd for Silence, 

But never tax'd for Speech. What Heav'n more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my Prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy Head. Farewel, my CO Et 

'Tis an unſeaſon d Courtier, good my Lord, 


| Adviſe him. 


Laf. He cannot want the beſt 
That ſhall attend his Love. 
Count. Heav n bleſs him. Farewel, Bertram [ Exit Conn: - 
Bey. [to Hel] The beſt Wiſhes'that can be _ in your 
Thoughts, be Servants to you : Be comfortable to my 


Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muſt hold the Credit of 
your Father. Exeunt Ber. and Laf. 
Hel. Oh were that all -I think not on my Father, 


And theſe great Tears grace his Remembrance more 


Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like? 
I have forgot him. My Imagination - 
Cirries no Favour in't, but Bertram's. | 
Jam undone, there is no Living, none, 

If Bertram be away. Twere all one 

That 1 ſhould love a bright peculiar Star, 


And think to wed it; he is ſo Above me: 


In his bright Radiance and Collateral Light 
Muſt I be comforted, not in his Sphere. 
Th' Ambition in my Love thus , it ſelf; 
The Hind, that would be mated by the Lion, 
Muſt dye for Love. Twas pretty, tho? a Plague, 
To ſee him ev'ry Hour to fit and draw 
His arched Brows; his hawking Eye, his Curls 
In our Heart's Table: Heart too capable 

Of every Line and Trick of his ſweet Favour. 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous Fancy 
Muſt ſanRifie his Relicks. Who comes here? 

hi Enter Parolless 
One that goes with him: I love him for his 
And yet I know him a notorious Liar; 
Think him a great way Fool, ſolely a Coward; 


Tet theſe fix'd Evils fit fo fit in him, 


That they take place, when Virtues ſtcely Bones 
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Look bleak i' th' cold Wind; withal, full oft we ſee 
Cold Wiidom waiting on ſuperfluous Folly. 
Par. Save you, fair Queen, 

Hel. And you, Monarch. 

Par. No. | 

Hel. And no. 3 

Par, Are you meditating on Virginity? 

Hel, Ay: you have ſome ſtain of Soldier in you; let 
me ask you a Queſtion. Man is Enemy to Virginity, 
how may we barricado it againſt him ? OT. 

Par. Keep him out, | 

Hel. But he aſſails, and our Virginity, though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak: Unfold us ſome warlike Re. 
ſiſtance. | 5 
Tar. There is none: Man ſetting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blow you up. 
Fiel. Bleſs our poor Virginity from Underminers, and 
Blowers up. Is there no military Policy how Virgins 
might blow up Men? 8 8 1 | 


Pay. Virginity being blown down, Man will quicklier 


be blown up: Marry in blowing him down again, with 
the Breach your ſelves made, you loſe your City. lt is 
not Politick in the Commonwealth of Nature, to pre- 
ſerve Virginity. Loſs of Virginity is rational Encreaſe, 
and there was never Virgin got, till Virginity was firſt 
- loft. That you were made of, is Metal to make Virgins. 
Virginity, by being once loſt, may be ten times found: 
By — ever kept, it is ever loſt; tis too cold a Com- 
p2nion; away with t. 
Hel. I will ſtand for't a little, though therefore I die a 
Virgin. „ LE | 
DE = There's little can be ſaid in't; tis againſt the Rule 
of Nature. To ſpeak on the part of Virginity, is to ac- 
cuſe your Mother; which is moſt infallible Diſobedience. 
He that hangs himſelf is a Virgin: Virginity murthers 

it ſelf, and ſhould be buried in High-ways- out of all fan- 


ified Limit, as a deſperate Offendreſs againſt Nature. 


Virginity breeds Mites; much like a Cheeſe, conſumes it 
ſelf to the very Paring, and fo dies with feeding its own 


Stomach, Beſides, Virginity is peeviſn, proud, idle, naſe 
: 55 5 , "WY 
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of ſelf- love, which is the moſt inhibited Sin in the Ca- 
non. Keep it not, you cannot chuſe but loſe by t. Out 


with't; within ten Years it will make it ſelf two, which 
is 2 goodly Increaſe, and the Principal it ſelf not much 


the worſe. Away with't. 


Hel. How might one do, Sir, to loſe it to her own . 


king? ON 3 

Par. Let me ſee. Marry ill, to like him that ne'er it 
likes. Tis a Commodity will loſe the Gloſs with lying. 
The longer kept, the leſs worth: Off with't while is 


rendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt. Virginity, 


like an old Courtier, wears her Cap out of Faſhi- 


on, richly ſuted, but unſutable, juſt like the Brooch and 


the Toothpick, which we wear not now: Your Date is 


better in your Pye and your Porrege, than in your Cheek; . 
and your Virginity, your old Virginity, is like one of 
our French wither'd Pears ; it looks ill, it eats drily ; mar- 
ry 'tis a wither'd Pear: It was formerly better, marry. 
yet tis a wither'd Pear. Will you any thing with it? 


Hel. Not my Virginity yet. 8 
There ſhall your Maſter have a thouſand Loves, 
Another, and a Miſtreſs, and a Friend, | 
A Phoenix, Captain, and an Enemy, 
A Gude, a Goddeſs, and a Scvereign, 
A Counſeller, a Traitreſs, and a Dear; 
His humbleſt Ambition, proud Humility, 
His jarring Concord, and his Diſcord Dulcet, 
His Faith, his ſweet Diſaſter; with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious Chriſtendoms ES 75 
That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſhall he—— 
I know not what he ſhall — God ſend him well —— 
The Court's a learning Place— and he is one — 
Par. What one, i faith? FT FS 
Hel. That 1 wiſh well——'tis pity — 
Par. What's Pity? e | 
Hel. That wiſhing well had not a Body in't, 
Which might be felt, that we poorer born, 
Whoſe baſer Stars do ſhut us up in Wiſhes, : 
Might with effects of them follow our Friends, 5 
And ſhew what we alone muſt think, which never 
Returas us Thanks. QF „ 
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Enter Page. 
Page. Menfcur P avolles, 

My Lord calls for you. 
Tar. Little Helen farewel, if I can remember thee, x 
will think of thee at Court. 

Hel. Monſieur Parolles, you were born under 3 char 
table Star. 
Par. Under Mars, I. 


H /. I eſpecially think, under Mari. 
Par. Why under Mars? 


Hel. The Waters have ſo kept you under, that you muſt 
needs be born-under Mars. 
Par. When he was Predominant. 
Hel. When he was Retrograde, I think rather. 
Par. Why think you ſo? 
Hel. You go fo much — when you Fighti 
Par. That's for Advantage. | 
Hel. So is Running — 
When Fear propoſes Safet 


= 
But the Compoſition that your Velour and Fear makes i in 


vou, is a Virtue of a good Wing, and Ilike the wear well. 
Par. Iam fo full of Buſineſs, I cannot anſwer theeacute- 
ly: Iwill return perſect Courtier, in the vrhich my Inftru- 
ment ſhall ſerve to Naturalize thee, ſo wilt thou be capable of 


the Courtiers Counſel, and underſtand what Advice ſhall 


thruſt upon thee; elſe thou dieſt in thine Unthankfulneſs, 
and thine Ignorance makes thee away; farewel. When 
thou haſt leiſure. fay thy Prayers; a fab thou haſt none, 
remember thy Friends; ger thee a good — and 
uſe him as he uſes thee: So fare wel. [Exh 
Biel. Our Remedies oft in our ſelves do ye, 
Which we aſcribe to Heav n: The fated Sky 
Gives us free Scope, only doth backward pull 
Our ſlow Defigns, when we our ſelves are dull. 
What Power is it, which mounts my Love fo high, 
That makes me ſee, and cannot feed mine Eye? 
"The mightieſt Space in Fortune, Nature brings 
To join like Likes, and kiſs like native Things. 
Impoſſible be ſtrange Attempts to thoſe 


2 their Pains in * and do . 


What 


_ 


; [) 
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What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ſtrove 
To ſhew her Merit, that did miſs her Love? 
The King's Diſeaſe— My Project may deceive me, 
But my Intents are fix d, and will net leave me. ¶ Exit. 
Flouriſh Cornets. Enter the King of France with Letters, and a 
divers Attendants. 
King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th' Ears, 
Have fought with equal Fortune, and continue 
* War. 1 . 
. So tis 8 
— Nay, tis _— we here receive it, 
A Certainty veuch'd from our Coulin Auſtria 
With Caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy Aid; wherein our deareſt Friend 
Prejudicates the Buſineſs, and would _ 
To have us make Denial. 
I Lord. His Love and Wiſdom, 
Approv d ſo to your Majeſty, may Bend 
For ampleſt Credence. 
King. He hath arm'd our Anſwer, 


< ” hm 7 „ if * „ „ > * $M pe nd * . 
Nr = 0 bes be 
. ä — — 
— — . — — — 


* — RE 
= . - 
— 
= 


King. What's 4— — e | 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parclles. 
* Lord. It is the Count Roſſillion, * young: 

tram. | 

King. Youth, thou bear ſt thy Father's Face, 

Frank Nature rather curious than in haſte, 
Hath well compos'd thee: Thy Father's moral Parts. 
Maiſt thou inherit too. Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My Thanks and Duty are your Majeſty's. 

Ring. I would 1 had — ral Soundneſs _ 

As when thy Father and my ſelf in Friendſhip, 
Firſt try'd _ Sokdierſhip: He did _ = 
Into the Service of —— and w 


s- 


. And Florence is deny d before he comes: 

. Yet for our Gentlemen that mean to ſee 

. The Tuſcan Service, freely have wy . \ 
f To ſtand on either part. \ 
M 2 Lord. It may well ſerve | l 
s, A Nurſery. to our r who are a 0 
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Diſcipled of tte braveſt. He laſted long, * 
Bur on us both did haggiſh Age ſteal on, 8 TIneY 
And wore us out of Act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good Father; in his Touth 
He had the Wit, which I can well obſerve 
To Day in our young Lords; but they may jeſt 
Till their own Scorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their Levity in Honour: 
So like a Courtier, no Contempt or Bitterneſs 
Were in his Pride, or Sharpneſs; if they were, 
His Equal had awak'd them, and his Honour 
Block to it ſelf, knew the true Minute when 
Exception bid him ſpeak; and at that time 
His Tongue obey'd his Hand. Who were below him 
He ns'd as Creatures of another Place, "= 
And bow'd his eminent Top to their low Ranks, 
Making them proud of his Humility, | 
In their poor Praife he kumbled: Such a Man 
Might be a Copy to theſe younger Times; 
Which follow'd well, would demonſtrate them now 
But Goers backward. ee 
Bier. His good Remembrance, Sir, 3 
Lyes richer in your Thoughts, than on his Tomb? 
So in Approof lives not his Epitaph, es 
As in your Royal Speech. - | 3 
King. Would I were with him; he would always fay, 
(Methinks I hear him new) his plaufive Words 
| He ſcatter'd not in Ears; but grafted them 
. 4 — 2 let me not live, 
is his good Melancholly oft n ; 
= the Cataſtrophe and Heel of Fete 
When it was out) Let me not live, quoth he, 
After my Flame lacks Oil, to be the Snuff 
Of younger Spirits, whoſe apprehenſive Senſes 
All bur new Things diſdain; whoſe Judgments are 
Meer Fathers of their Garments; whoſe Conſtancies 
Expire before their Faſhons: This he wiſh'd. 7 
IL after him, do after him wiſh too, Sts 
Since | nor Wax nor Honey can bring home, 
I quickly were diſſolved from my Hive, = 
To give fome Labourers room. 2 Joras 


ol 
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2 Lord. You're loved, Sir, 
They that leaſt lend it , ſhall lack you firſt. 
King. I fla Place I know't; how long is't, Count, 
Since the Phyſician at your Father's died? 
He was much fam'd. | 
Ber. Some fix 2 ſince, my Lord. 
If he were living, I would him 
na me an Arm; the reit have NN me 1 
with ſeyeral Applications; Nature and Sickneſs 
Debate it at their Leiſure, Welcome, _ 
My Son's — 7 * | 
Ber. T to you Majeſty, LEreum. 
Enter — Steward and Clown. A 
Count. 1 will now hear, what fay you of this Gentle- 
woman? 
Stew. Madam, the Care I have had to eyen your Con- 


we publiſh them. 
' Count. What do's this Knave here ? Get you g 


Clo. Tis . e 


Count. Well, Sir: 

Clo. No, Madam, 
Tis not fo well that I am poor, 
Rich are damn'd; but if I have 


Vill to go to the World, nel the Woman and 1 wil 
as we may. 


Count. Wilt thou needs be a Beggar ? 
. Clo. 1 do beg your good Will in this Caſe, 
Count, In what Caſe? $4 
_ Clo. In Isbel's Caſe and mine own; Service is noHeri- 


tage, and I think I ſhall never have the Bleſſing get God, UL 


have Iſſue o my Body; for ſay Bearns are Bleſſings. 
Conn, Tell aan the penten'w thou wit marry. 


tent, I wiſh might be found in the Calender of my paſt : 
Endeavours, for then we wound our Modeſty, and make 
out the Clearneſs of our Deſerviogs, when of our ſelves 


Sir- 
rah; ane Slams I have heard of you, I do not all 


though many of the 
your 2 
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Clo. My poor Body, Madam, requires it, I am driven 
on by the Fleſh, an he muſt needs go hes Devil 
drives. 

" Count. Is this all your Worſhip's Reaſon? | £ 

Clo. Faith, Madam, I bave other holy Reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

* May the World know them?. 

Clo. 1 have been, Madam, a wicked Creature, as you: 
n are, and indeed I do marry u 
ma 

Sal. Tt Thy Marriage ſooner than thy Wickedneſs, | 
 .... Clo, I am out of Friends, Madam, and I hope to have 
Friends for my. Wife's Sake, 

Count. Such Friends are thine Enemies, Knave.- 
Clio. X' are ſhallew, Madam, in great Friends, for the 
_ Knaves come to . * for me which I am weary of; 
he that ears m my +9 pares my Team, and gives me 
| leave to inne the Crop Pr I — his Cuckold, he's my 

Try ; he that com orts my Wife, is the Cheriſher of 
ech and Blood; he that cheriſheth my Fleſh and 

Blood loves my Fleſh and Blood; he that loves my Fleſh 
and Blood is my Friend: Ergo, he that kiſſes my Wife is 
my Friend. If Men could be contented to be what they 
are, there were no fear in Marriage, for young Charbon- 
the Puritan, and old Poyſam the Papiſt, howſome'er their 
Hearts are ſever'd in Religion, their Heads are both one, 
they may joul Horns together like any Deer i'th' Herd. 
Com. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouhl amd echnness- 
dus Knave ? 

Clo, A Prophet, I Madarn and I ſpeak the Trath the” | 
next way, 
For Ithe Ballad will which Men full true ſhall find, ; 
kind. Marriage comes-by Deſtiny, your Cuckow ſings by 
Count, Get „Sir, ue with more anon. 
Stew. May pou gone, Madam, - = 55%, bid Hellen 
come to you, of her I am to 
Count, Sirrah, tell my Gentlewoman 1 would ſpeak 


5 with her, Helen 1 mean, 


_ Clo. Was this fair Face the Cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
Why the Grecians ſacked Trey ? age, 


Fond 


a — 
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Fond done, done fond, was this King Friam's Joy? 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, ö, 
And gave this Sentence then; 

Among nine bad if one be goed, 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

There's yet one good in ten. 


_ What, ene good in ten? You corrupt the Song; 


Co. One good Woman in ten, Madam, whichis a purifying 
o'th' Song: Would God would ſerve the World ſo all the 
Year, we'd find no Fault with the Tithe Woman if I 
were the Parſon ; one in ten, quoth a! and we might 
have a good Woman born but o'er every blazing Star, or 
at an Earthquake, would mend the Lottery well; a Man 
may pray his Heart out ere he pluck one. 8 

Count. You'll be gone, Sir Knaye, and do as I com? 
mand you? 4 | | 88 
Clo. That Man that ſhould be at a Woman's command. 
and yet no hurt done! the Honeſty be no Puritan, yet it 

þ will do no hurt; it will wear the Surplis of Humility over 

| the black Gown of a big Heart: Fam going, Forſooth, 

J the Buſineſs is for Helen to come hither, [Exit- 

3 : 2 I know, Madam, you love your Gentlewoman 

; intirely. | | 4 Rho 

k prick oY Faith I do ; her Father bequeath'd her to me; 

and ſhe herſelf, without other Advantages, may lawfully 

a make Title to as much Love as the finds; there is more 

owing her than is paid, and more ſhall be paid her than 

- ſhe'll demand. e 5 i 
Stew. Madam, 1 was very late more near her than 1 


I, think ſhe wiſh'd me; alone ſhe was, and did communi- 
y cate to her ſelf, her own Words to her own Ears ; ſhe 


thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not any Stran- 
ger Senſe. Her Matter was, ſhe lov'd your Son; For- 
tune, ſhe ſaid, was no Goddeſs; that had put ſuch Diffe- 
rence betwixt their two Eſtates; Love no God; that 
would not extend his Might; only where Qualities were 
level: Complain'd againſt the Queen of Virgins, that 
would ſuffer her poor Knight to be ſurpriz d without 

Reſcue in the firſt Aſſault, or Ranſom after ward. * 
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ſhe deliver'd in the moſt bitter Touch of Sorrow that e er 


I heard Virgin exclaim in, which I held it my Duty ſpee- 
dily to acquaint you withal ; ſithence in the Loſs that may 


| happen, it concerns you ſomething to know it. 


Count. You have diſcharg'd this honeſtly, keep it to 


your ſelf ; many Likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 


| which hung ſotottering inthe Ballance, that I could never 


believe nor miſdoubt : Pray you leave me, ſtall this in your 

Boſom, and I thank you for your honeſt Care; I will beak 
with you further anon. N 9 

p Enter on 3 | 

Comnt. Even ſo it was with me when I was 3 

If ever we are Nature's, theſe are ours: this Thorn | 

Doth to our Roſe of Youth rightly belong, 

Our Blood to us, this to our is born, 

It is the Show and Seal of Nature's Truth, 

Where Love's ſtrong Paſſion is impreſt in Youth; 

By our Remembrances of Days fo Ear i ets 
Such were our Faults, or then we thought them none; 


= Her Eye is fick on't, I obferve her now. 


Hel. What is your Pleaſure, Madam ? pan 
Count. You know, Helen, I am a Mother to you. 
Hel. Mine honourable Miſtreſs  _ 
| Cont. Nay, a Mother; why not a Mother? when I 
ſaid Mother, = 4p 2 * 
Methought you ſaw a Serpent; what's in Mother, 
That you ſtart at it? I fay, I am your Mother, 
And put you in the Ca e of thoſe 
That were enwombed mine; tis often ſeen 
Adoption ftrives with Nature, and Choice breeds 
A native Slip to us from foreign Seeds. 5 
You ne er oppreſt me with a Mother's Groan, 
Let l expreſs to you a Mother's Care: ö 
| God's Mercy, Maiden, do's it curd thy Blood, 
To ſay I am thy Mother? what's the matter, 
That this diſtemper'd Meſſenger of Wet, 
The many colour d Iris rounds thine Eye? 
Why — that you are my Daughter? 
Hel. That I am not. 
Coun, I fay I am your Mother. 


[Exit Steward, 
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Hel. Pardon. Madam. 

The Count Roſſillion cannot be my Brother; 

| am from humble, he from honoured Name; 

No Note upon my Parents, his all Noble. 

My Maſter. my dear Lord he is, and I 

His Servant live, and will his Vaſſal die: 

He muſt not be my Brother. 

Count. Nor I your Mother? = 

| Hel. You are my Mother, Madam; would you were 

(So that my Lord your Son were not wy Brother) 

Indeed my Mother ——or were you both our Mothers, 

care no more for, than 1 do for Heav'n, | 

So 1 were not his Siſter; can't no other, 

But I your Daughter, he muſt be my Brother. | 
Count. Yes, Hellen, you might be my Daughter-in-law, 

God fhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother, 

So ſtrive upon your Pulſe; what palg again ? 

My Fear hath catch'd your Fondneſs? Now I ſee 

The Miſt'ry of your Lovelineſs, and find 

Your ſalt Tears Head; now to all Senſe tis grofs, 

You love my Sen; Invention is aſham'd 

Againſt the Proclamation of thy Paſſhon, 

To ſiy thou doft not; therefore tell me true. 

But tell me then tis ſo. For look, thy Checks. 

Confeſs jt one to th'other, and thine Eyes 

See it ſo groſly ſhown in thy Behaviour, 

That in their Kind they ſpeak it: only Sin 

And helliſh Obſtinacy tie thy Tongue 

That Truth ſhould be ſuſpected ; ſpeak, is't ſo? 

If it be ſo, you have wound a goodly Clew : 

If it be not, forſwear't ; howe'er I charge thee, 

As Heav'n ſhall work in me for thine ayail, 

To tell me truly. _ LT 
Hel. Good Madam, pardon me. 
Count, Do you love my Son? 
Hel. Your Pardon, noble Miſtreſs. 

Coat. Love you my Son? 1 
Hel, Do not you love him, Madam? 
Count. Go not abaut; my Love hath in't a Bond, 

Whereof the World takes note: Come, come, * 1 
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The State of your Affection, for your Paſſions 
Have to the full appeach d. 

Hel. Then'I confeſs Fn . 
Here on my Knee, before high Hefyens and you, Þ 
That before you, and next unto high Heay'n, I leve your Son; 
My Friends were poor, but honeſt; ſo's my Love; 
Be not offended. for it hurts not hm 
That he is loy'd of me; I follow him not 

By any Token of preſumptuous Suit, 
Nor would I have him, till I do deſerve him, 
Yet never know how that Deſert ſhould be: 
I know I love in vain, ſtrive — Hope; 
Vet in this captious and intenible Sive, 


I ſtill pour in the Water of my Love, 


And lack not to loſe ſtill; thus Indian like, 

Religious in mine Error, 1 adore «xk 
The Sun that looks upon his Worſhipper, 
But know of him no more. My deareſt Madam; 
Let not your Hate incounter with my Love, 
For loving where you do; but if your ſelf, 

hoſe aged Honour cites a virtuous Youth, 

Did ever in ſo true a Flame of Loving, 
_ Wiſh chaſily, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both her ſelf and Love; O then give pity 
To her whoſe State is ſuch, that cannot chuſe 
Bu: lend and give where ſhe is ſure to loſe; | 
That ſeeks not to find that, which Search implies, 
But Riddle like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. 

Count. Had you not lately an Intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? tea nh ION 
Hel. Madam, I had. . 

Count. Wherefore? Tell true. bp: 

Hel. I will tell true, by Grace it ſelf I' ſwear ; 


Fuou know my Father left me ſome Preſcriptions 


Of rare and prov'd Effects, ſuch as his Readi 
And manifeſt Experience had collected PE] 
For general Soveraignty; and that he will'&d me 
In heedfull'ſt Reſervation to beſtow them, 

As Notes, whoſe Faculties incluſive were, 


More thag they were in note: Amongſt the reſt 
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There is a Remedy, approv'd, ſet down, 
To cure the deſperate Languiſhings, whereof 
The King is render'd loſt. 
Count. This was your Motive for Paris, was it, ſpe - 5 
Hel. My Lord. your Son, made me to think of 
Elſe Paris, and the Medicine, and the King, 
Had from the Converſation of my Thoughts 
Happily been abſent then, 
Coat. But think you, Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed Aid, 
He would receive it? He and his Phyticians 
Are of a Mind; he, that they — help him: 
They, that they cannot help. How ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools, | 


Embowelld of their Doctrine, have left off 
The Danger to it ſelf? 


Hel. There's ſomething in t | | 
More than my Father's Skill, which was the ie great 
Of his Profeſſion, that his good Receipt | 

Shall for my Legacy. be ſanctified | 7 
By th luckieſt Stars in Heay'n; and would your Honour 
But give me leave, for the Succeſs I'd venture 


The well loſt Life of mine, on his Grace s Cure, 
By ſuch a Day and Hour. 


Count. Do'lt thou believer ? | 

Hel. Ay, Madam, kno: ch £4 : 

Count. Why, Helen, thou ſhalt have my rende, 
Means and Attendants, and my loving Greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Court. II! ſtay at home, 
And pray God's Bleſſing unto thy Attempt: | 
Be gone to Morrow, and be ſure of this, 
What I can help thee to, thou ſhalt nor miſt. kene 
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Too young, and the next Year, and 'tis too early. 
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ACT IL SCENE IL 


Mater the King with divers young Lords, taking leave for 
the Florentine War. — and Parolles. Fionriſh- 
Ceres. | ey 15 | 25 


: 5 young Lords: Theſe warlike Principles 


Do not throw from you; and you, my Lords, 
farewel; | | 


Share the Advice betwixt you. If both gain, all 


The Gift doth ſtretch it ſelf as tis receiv'd, 
Aud is enough for both. 


1 Lord. Tis our Hope, Sir, Ts 
After well entered Soldiers, to return 


And find your Grace in Health. 


| King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my Heart 
Will not confeſs he owes the Maladßx 
That doth my Life beſiege; farewel, young Lords, 


Whether I live or die, be you the Sons 


Of worthy French Men; let higher Italy, 

Thoſe bated that inherit but the Fall 

Of the laſt Monarchy, ſee that you come 

Not to woo Honour, but to wed it, when ; 
The braveft Queſtion ſhrinks; find what you ſeek, 


That Fame may cry you loud: I fay, fare wel. 


2 Lord. Health at your bidding ſerve your Majeſty. 
King. Thoſe Girls of Italy, take heed of them; 


They ſay our French lack Language to deny 


If they demand: Beware of being Captives, 
Before you ſerve. 

Both. Our Hearts receive your Warnings. 
King. Farewel. Come hither to me. 


1 Lord, Oh, my ſweet Lord, that you will ſtay behind us. 


Far. Tis not his Fault, the Spark — _ 
2 Lord. Oh tis brave Wars. 8 
Par. Moſt admirable; I have ſeen thoſe Wars. 
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a Coil with, 


Par. 
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Par. And thy Mind ſtand te it, Boys 
Steal away bravely. 
Ber. I ſtay here the Forehorſe to a Smock, 
Creeking my Shoces on the plain Maſonry, 
Till Honour be bought up, and no Sword worn 
But one to dance with: By Heay'n VII ſteal away. 
1 Lord. There's Honour in the Theft. 
Par. Commit it, Count, 


2 Lord. I am your Acceſſary, and fo "WY 5 
Ber. 1 grow to you, and our parting is a tortur d Body; 
I Lord. Farewel, Captain. * 
2 Lord. Sweet Monſieur Parolles. 


Par. Noble Heroes, my Sword and yours 2 are kin; 

Sparks and luſtrous; a Word, good Metals. You ſhall 

d in the Regiment of the Spinii, one Captain Spurio his 

Cicatrice, with an Emblem of War here on his ſiniſter 

Cheek; it was this very Sword entrench'di it z wy to * 
I live, and obſerve his Reports of me. 

I Lord. We ſhall, noble Captain. : 
Par. Mars doat on you for his Novices; what will reer 
Ber. Stay; the King. 
Par. Uſe a more ſpacious Ceremony to the noble Lords, 

you bave reſtrain'd your ſelf within 4 Liſt of too cold an 
Adieu; be more 7 to them, for they wear them- 
ſelves in the Cap of the Time, there do muſter true Gate, 
eat, 2 and move under the Influence of the moſt re- 
Star; and tho the Devil lead the Meaſure, ſuch are 


to wb follow'd: Atter them, and take a more dilated fare- 
we 


Ber. Aud 1 will do fo. Et 


Par, Worthy Fellows, and like to prove walk fnewy 
Sword-men. k 


due Laſu. 
Laf. Pardon, — 
King. II ſee thee to ſtand up. Pardon. 
Taf. Then here's a; Man ſtands that hath brought his 
I would you had kneefd, my Lord, to ask me „. 5 
And 2 e you could ſo ſtand up. 
King. I would I ” fo 1 had broke 
Aud ask'd thee Mercy for t. PI - 


Par. L of. 


15. 
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Laf. Goodfaith a Croſs, but, my good Lord, tis thus; 
Will 1 cur d of your Infirmity? 
King. No. 
Laf. O will you eat no Grapes, my Royal Fox? 
Yes, Sy 75 will, my noble Grapes, and if 
My Royal Fox could Have them: I have ſeen a Medicius 
That 8 ble to break Life into a Stone, 
Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 
With ſprightly Fire aud Motion, whoſe ſimple Touch 
Is powerful to araiſe King Pippen, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a Pen in's 
And write to her a Love line. 
King. What her is this? | 
Taf. Why Doctor She: My Lord, theee's ane arcie d, 
If you will ſee her: Now, by my Faith and Honour, 
If ſeriouſly I may-convey my Thoughts 
In this my light Deliverance, I have ſpoke _ 
With one, that in her Sex, her Years, Profeſſion, 
| Wiſdom and Conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my Weakneſs: Will you ſee her, 
For that is her Demand, and know her Bulineſs? | 
That done, laugh well at me. 
King. Now, good Lafes, 
Bring in the Admiration, that we with thee 
May ſpend our Wonder too, — 
By wondring how thou took ſt it. 
. Nay, Ill fit you, 
And not be all Day neither. 
= 2 he his ſpecial 2 ever ea 
, come your wa [Bringing in Helena 
2 T is haſte hath wing; indeed. 
. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his Majeſty, ſay your Mind to him; 
A Traitor you do look like, but ſuch Traitors 
His Majeſty ſeldom fears; I am Cyeſſed's Uncle, 
That dare leave two together ; fare you well. el 
King. Now, 22 e ee coef 
Hel. Ay 
Gerard de dude wer was my Far, 


In' 
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In what he did profeſs, well found. 
King. I knew him. 


Hel. The rather will I ſpare my Praiſes towards him, 


Knowing him is enough: On's Bed of Death 
Many Receipts he gave me, chiefly one, 
Which as the deareſt Iſſue of his Practice, 
And of his old Experience, th only Darling, | 
He bad me ſtore up, as a Triple-Eye, 
Safer than mine own two: More r 1 have „ 
And hearing your high Majeſty is touch d 
With that malignant Cauſe, wherein the Honour 
Of my dear Father's Gift ſtands chief in Power, 
come to tender it, and my — 
With all bound Humbleneſs. 
King. We thank you, Maiden; 
But may not be ſo credulous of Cure, 
When our moſt _ — * _ — and 
The congregated Coll ve conclu 
That labouring Art can — ranſome Nature 
From her unaidable Eftate: I ſay, we muſt not 
— ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our _— 
2 roſtitute our paſt · cure Malady 
mpericks, or — diſſever ſo 
— great ſelf and our Credit, to eſteem 
A ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem: 


Hel. My Duty then ſhall pay me for my Pains; 


I will no more enforce my Office on you, 


Humbly intreating from your ou - Thoughts, 
A modeſt one — be — 


King. I-cannot give — is to * call d 


As one near Death to thoſe that wiſh him live; 
But what at full I know, thou know 8 
I knowing all my Peril, thou no Art. 

Rh... Oey 

nce you ſet up x Remed 

He tha of gremett Works is finiſher, 8 
Oft does them by the weakeſt Miniſter: 


Thou thought ſt to help me, and ſuch ie give, 


— — — 


+ —_ 


| ——— FT HANS 


— —- 


= 


ud 
2 — — 
— — — 
” 5 £ i 
_ ©. £ Lt #, 


= \ 

= — —— — 
- = 1 3 o o w 
* by 


a # — 0 2 
6 . * — — — 4% 4 c 
rr _ 
= # — * 
8 —— 
— 


384 Als well that Ends well. 


From fimple Sources; and great Seas have dried, 
When Miracles have by the grear'ſt been denied. 
Oft Expectation fails, and moſt oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes: And oft it hits, 

Where Hope is coldeſt, and Deſpair moſt fits. 


King. I muſt nor hear thee; fare thee well, kind Maid, 


Thy Pains not us d, muſt by thy ſelf be paid, 
'Proffers not took reap Thanks for their Reward, 
Hiel. Inſpired Merit ſo by Breath is bard: 

It is not ſo with him that all things knows 
As tis with us, that ſquare eur Gueſs by ſhows: 
But moſt it is Preſumption in us, when = 
The help of Heav'n, we count the act of Men. 
Dear Sir, to my Endeavours give conſent, 

Of Heav'n, not me, make an Experiment. 

I am not an Impoſtor, that proclaim 

My ſelf againſt the level of mine Aim, .) 

But know, I think, and think 1 know moſt ſure, 
My Art is net paſt Power, nor you paſt Cure, 


King. Are thou ſo confident? within what ſpace 


Hop'ſt thou my Cure? | 

Hel. The Greateſt lending Grace, 
Ere twice the Hoſes of the Sun ſhall bring 

Their fiery Torcher his diurnal Ring. 

Ere twice in Murk and Occidental Damp, 
M.oiſt Heſperus bath quench d his ſleepy Lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the Pilot's Glals 

Hath told the thieviſh Minutes how they paſs, 
What is infirm, from your ſound Parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and Sickneſs freely dic. 
King. Upon thy Certainty and Confidence, 
What's dar'ſt thou venture? n 
Hel. Tax of Ilmpudence. 

A Strumpet's Boldneſs, a divulged Shame / 


Traduc d by odious Ballads: My Maiden's Name 


Sear'd otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended, 
With vileſt Torture let my Life be ended. 


| King, Methinks in thee ſome bleſſed Spirit doth { 
His powerful Sound, within an Organ weak; 


* 


e 000 ci. 3 8 


S 2 - 


All's well that Ends wel. 385 


And what lmpoſſibility would flay 
In common Senſe, Senſe ſaves another way. 
Thy Life is dear, for all that Life can rate 
Worth name of _ in — 
Youth, Beauty, Wiſdom, 
That Happineſs and Prime can happy call; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate; 
. Sweet Practiſer, thy Phyfick I will try, 
That miniſters thine own Death if I die. 
Hel. If I break Time, or flinch in Property 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die, 8 
And well deſery'd: Not helping, Death's my pee; , 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me? 
Hel. Bat will you make it even? | 5 f help. 
Ay, y my Scepter, and my hopes of he 
Hd Ts . fhale thou give me, with thy kindly hand, 
| What Rwy in thy Power 1 will command, 
Exempted be from me the Arrogance 
To chuſe from forth the Royal Blood of France, 
My low and humble Name to propagate 
With any Branch or Image of thy State: 
But ſuch a one thy Vaſſal, whom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to beſtow. 
| King. Here is my Hand, the Premiſes obſery'd, 
Thy Will by my Performance fhall be ſery'd: 
To make the or bw of thine own time, for I, 
Thy reſoly'd Patient, on thee ſtill rely; 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I n 
Tho more to know, could not be more to truſt: 
From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on, but reſt 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt. 
Give me ſome help here hoa! if thou proceed, 
As bigh as word, my Deed ſhall match thy Dead. — 
Enter Counteſs and Clown. 
Count. Come on, Sir, I ſhall now put you to the height 
of your Breeding. - 
Clown, I will ſhew my ſelf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
I know my Buſineſs is bat to Court, 


Vor. II. R Count: © 
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Count. To the Court? why what Place make you fſpe- 
cial, when you put off that with ſuch Contempt? but to 
the Court! Fre 85 | 
Clo. Truly, Madam, if God havelent a Man any Man. 
ners, he may eaſily put it off at Court: He that cannot 
make a Leg, putoff's Cap, kiſs his Hand, and ſay nothing, 
has neither Leg, Hands, Lip, nor ay and indeed ſuch a 
Fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for the Court, but for 
me, I have an Aſwer will ſerve all Men. p | 
F Count. Marry that's a bountiful Anſwer that fits all Que- 
ions. 
Cle. It is like a Barber's Chair, that fits all Buttocks, the 
pin Buttock, the quatch Buttock, the brawn Buttock, or 
o | 
Count. Will your Anſwer ſerve fit to all Queſtions? 
Clo. As fit as ten Groats is for the Hand of any Attor. 
ney, as your French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as 
 Tib's Ruſh for Tom's Fore-finger, as a Pancake for Shrove- 
| Tweſday, a Morris for May day, as the Nail to his Hole, 
the Cuckold to his Horn, as aſcolding Quean to a wrang- 
ling Knave, as the Nun's Lip to the Friar's Mouth, nay, 
nas the Pudding to his Skin. EH 
Count. Have you, I ſay, an Anſwer of ſuch fitneſs for 
all Queſtions? 1 
Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your Conſtable, 
it will fit any Queſtion. phi 1 
Count. It muſt be an Anſwer of moſt monſtrous fize, that 
muſt fit all Demands. 10 len 
C's. But a Trifle neither in good faith, if the Learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: Here it is, and all that belongs 
to't. Ask me ifI am a Courtier, it ſhall do you no harm 
. ad e Had 
Count, To be young again, if we could: I will be a 
Fool in queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your Anſwer. 
I pray you, Sir, are you a Courtier? - 
_ Clo. © Lord, Sir-----there's a ſimple putting of: More, 


more, a hundred of them. 


Count. Sir, I am a poor Friend of yours, that loves 
ou. 


Ch. O Lord, Sir.—-—tbick, thick, ſpare not me. 


you. 
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Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none of this homely 
Meat. VVV | rode 
Clo, O Lord, Sir-------nay put me tot, I warrant 


Count. You were lately whip'd, Sir, as I think. 
Clo. O Lord, Sir — ſpare not me. 
Count. Do you Cry, O Lord, Sir, at your whipping, 
and ſpare not me? Indeed, your O Lord Sir, is very ſe- 
quent to your whipping: You would anſwer very well 


to a whipping if you were but bound tot. 
Clo, I ne er had worſe luck in my Life, in my O Lord 
Sir; 1 ſee things may {ſerve long, and not ſerve ever. 
Count. I play the noble Huſwife with the Time, to en- 


tertain it ſo merrily with a Fool. | 
Clo. O Lord, Sir — why there't ſerves well again. 


Coumt. An end, Sir; to your Buſineſs: Give Hellen this, 


And urge her to à preſent Anſwer back, | 

Commend me to my Kinſmen, and my Son: 

This is not much. | „„ 
Clo. Not much Commendation to them. 


| Count. Not much Imployment for you, you underſtand 


me. 
Cle. Moſt fruitfully, I am there before my Legs. 


Count. Haſte you again. | [Exeunt. 


Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles, 


Laf. They ſay Miracles are paſt, and we have our Phi- 


loſophical Perſons, to make modern and familiar things 
ſupernatural and cauſeleſs. Hence is ir, that we make 


Trifles of Terrors, enſconſing our ſelves into ſeeming 
Knowledge, when we ſhould ſubrait our ſelves to an un- 


known Fear. , 


Tar. Why is the rareſt Argument of Wonder, that 


hath ſhot out in our latter times. 
Ber. And ſo tis. b 
Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the Artiſts, 
Par. So I ſay, both of Galen and Paracelſas. 
Laf. Of all the learned and authentick Fellows. 
Far. Right, fo I fay. | | 
L. That gave him out incurable, 
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Par. Why there tis, ſo ſay I too. 

.Laf. Not to be belp d. 

Par. Right, as twere a Man afſur'd of an 

Laf. Uncertain Life; and ſure Death. 
Par. 7¹ pony * well: So would I have ſaid. 

Laf. I may trul it is a Novelty to the World. 
Par. It is Indeed, 7: you will have it m the ſhewing, 
you ſhall read. it-in 1: do you call there —— 
— A ſhewing of a heay'niy Effect in an earthly 


Pay. That's it, I would have {aid the very ame. 
Laf. Why your Dolphin is not luſtier: For me, I ſpeak 
in reſpect 
5 Nay, tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange. that is the brief | 
and che tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious Spirit, 4 
That will not acknowledge it to be _ 
Lat Very hand of Heyn. 
Par. Ay, % 1 fiy. 5 
In a meſt = 5 
: Per. And debile Miniſter, great Power great Tranſcen: 
dence, which ſhould indeed give us a further uſe to be made, 
than only the recov ry of the King, as to be 
1 Generilly thankful. 
Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. RR” 
Far. I would have faid it, you ſaid well: Here comes 


the Ki 
L Lftick, as the Dutchman ſays: I'll like a Maid the 
. While I have a Tooth in my Head: Why he's able 
to lead her a Corranto. 
Par. Mort du Vinaigre, is not this Hellen? 
Laf. Fore God I think ſo. 
. Go call before me all the Lords in Court. 
Sit, my Preſerver, by thy Patient's Side, (0 
And with this healthful Hand, whoſe baniſh'd Senſe 
"Thou haſt repeal'd, a ſecond time receiye 
The confirmation of my promis d Gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 
Enter three or four Lords. 
air Maid, ſend forth thine Eye; this youthful parcel 
-Vf Neb.e 'Batchclors, ſtand at my beſtowing, | FA | 
Oer 


— 


5 a I'd have them whip'd, or I w 
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Oer whom both Sovereign Power, and Father's Voice: 


I haye to uſe; thy frank Election make, 
Thou haſt Power to chuſe, and they none to forſake. 


Hel. To each of you, one fair and virtuous Miſtreſs. 
Fall, when Love pleaſe: Marry, to each, but one. 
? Laf. I'd give Bay Curtal, and his Furniture, 
My Mouth no more were broken than theſe Boys, 
And writ as little Beard. 

King. Peruſe them well: 


Not one of thoſe, but had a ole en 


[She Addreſſes her ſelf to a Lords. 
Hel. Gentlemen, Heav'a hath, through me, reſtor do 


the King to Health. 


All. We underſtand it, and thank Heaven for you. 
Hel. I am a fimple Maid, and therein wealthicft, | 


That I proteſt, I imply am a Maid----- 


Pleaſe it your Majeſty, I have done already : 
The Bluſhes in my Checks thus whiſper me 


We bluſh that thou ſhould'ſt chuſe but be refoed + 
Let the white Death fir on thy 8 for ever, 
We'll n&er come there 


King. Make choice a * 


Who ſhuns thy Love, ſhuns all his bh in me.. 
Hel. Now Dian from thy Altar do I fly, 
And to impartial Fove, that God moſt high 
Do my Sighs ſtream: Sir, will you hear my Suit” 


1 Lord. And grant it. 
Hel. Thanks, Sir, all the reſt is mute. | 
Laf. I had rather be in this Choice, than throw 
A Draux- ace for my Life. 
Hel. The Honour, Sir, that flames in yeur fair Eyes, 


| Before I ſpeak, too threatningly replies: 
Love make your Fortunes twenty times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble Love. 


2 Lord. No better, if you pleaſe. 
Fel. My Wiſh receive, 


3 I Ber Jove grant, and fo | take wy leave. 


all they of 80 her? And ol were Sons of 


ſend them to 
the Tyk to make Eunuchs of 5 | 
® 3 Hel. 
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Hel. Be not afraid that I your Hand ſhould take, 
I'll never do you wrong for your own fake: 
Bleſſing upon your Vows, and in your Bed, 
Find fairer Fortune, if you ever wed. EE 
|  Laf. Theſe Boys are Boys of Ice, they'll none of her 
Sure they are Baſtards to the Eng!i/h, the French ne er got 
. 5 | 
Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good 
To make your ſelf a Son out of my Blood. 
4 Tord. Fair one, I think not ſo. | 
L. There's one Grape yet, I am ſure my Father 
drunk Wine; but if thou be'ſt not an Aſs, I am a Youth 
of fourteen: I have kn»wn thee already. 
Hul. I dare not ſay I take you, but | give. 
Me and my Service, ever whilſt I live, 
Into your guiding Power : This is the Man. 
1 * [ To Bertram. 
© Xing. Why then young Bertram take her, ſhe's thy 
| Wite. e e 
Ber. My Wife, my Liege? I ſhall beſeech your Highneſs 
In ſuch a Buſineſs, give me leave to uſe | 
The help of mine own Eyes. 
King. Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, what ſhe hath done 
F 8 „ 
Ber. Ves, my good Lord, but never hope to know 
Why I ſhou'd marry her. 5 
King. Thou know'ſt ſhe has rais d me from my ſickly 


er. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſvrer for your railing? I know her well: 
She had her Breeding at my Father's Charge: 

A poor Phyfician's Daughter my Wife? Diſdain 

Rather corrupt me ever. | Oo 

King. Tis only Title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the whigh 
I can build up: Strange is it that our Bleods " 
Of Colour, Weight, and Heat, pow'd 1 
Would quite confound Diſtinction; yet ſtand off 

In differences of mighty. If ſhe be 
All chat is virtuous, ſave what thou diſlik ſt, 
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A poor Phyſician s Daughter, thou diſlik'ſt 
Of Virtue for the Name: But do not ſo. 
From loweſt place, whence virtuous'things proceed, 
The Place is d ify'd by tk' Doer's Deed. 
Where great A Addition Gy ſwells, and Virtue none, 
It is a dropſied Honour; Good alone, 
Is good —— a Name. Vileneſs is ſo: 
The Property by what it is, ſhould go, 
Not by the Nl She is young, wie, fair, 
In theſe, to Nature ſhe's immediate Heir; 
. And theſe breed Honour: That is Honour's ſcorn, 
. Which challenges it ſelf as Honour's born, 
And is not like the Sire. Honours beſt thrive, 
When rather from our Acts we them derive 
Than our Fore-goers : The meer word's a Slave 
Deboſh'd on every Tomb, on every Grave; 
A lving Trophy, and as oft is dumb, 
; ll Where Duſt and damn'd Oblivion is the Tomb. 
Of honour'd Bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid? 
6 If thou can'ſt like this Creature as a Maid, 
I can create the reſt: Virtue and ſhe, 
Is her own Dower; Honour and Wealth from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to dot. 
| 4 Thou wrong'ſt thy ſelf, if thou ſhould'ſt ftrive to 
chuſe 
Y Hel. That you are well reſtor d. my Lord, I'm glad : 
ly Let the reſt go. 
King. My Honour's at the ſtake, which to defeat 
IJ muſt produce my Power. Here, take her Hand, 
Proud fcornful Boy, unworthy this good Gift, 
That doſt in vile Miſprifion ſhackle up 
My Love, and her Deſert; that canſt not dream, 
bow izing us in her defective Scale, 


. C . <4 
pr 


— 

—- ae 
- ——_ 0 
- : — 


— 


| We nd to have i it grow Check thy 3 
Obey our Will, which travels in thy good, 
Believe not thy Diſdain, but preſently 

i Do thine own 1 that obedient right 

* Which both thy Duty owes, and our Power claims: 


Ra or 
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Or I will throw thee from my Care for'eyer, 
Into the St and the careleſs Lapſe 

Of Youth and Ignorance; both oy Revenge and Hate 
| Loofing upon thee in the Name ” uſtice, 
Without all terms of Pity. Speak thine Anſwer. 
Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord; for I ſubmit 
My Fancy to your Eyes. When I conſider 
What great Creation, and what dole of Honour 
Flies where you bid: 1 find that ſhe which late 
Was in my nobler Thoughts moſt baſe, is now 
The praiſed of the King; who ſo cnobled, 

Is as twere born ſo. 

King. Take her by the Hand, 

And tell her ſhe is * To whom I promiſe 


A Counterpoize; if not in thy — 
A Ballance more repleat. | 


Ber. I take her Hand, 
King. Good Fortune, and the Favour of the King 
smile upon the Contract; whoſe Ceremony 
Shall ſeem expedient on the now · born Brief, 
And be per form'd to Night; the ſolemn reaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming {pace, 
Expecting abſent Friends. As thou low'ſt her, 
Th) Love's to me religious; elſe do's err. Exeum. 
Manent Parolles and Lafeu. 
Laf. Do you hear, Monſieur? a word with you. 
Par. Your Pleaſure, Sir. 
Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his Re- 
cantation. 
Par. Recantation? my Lord? my Maſter? 
Laf. Ay, is it not a Language I ſpeak ? 
Far. A moſt harſh one, and not to be underſtoed wits 
out bloody ſucceeding. My Maſter ? 

Lua. Are you Companion to the Count Rofflion ? 
Par. To any Count; to all Counts; to what is Man. 

| Laf. To what is Count's Man; Count's Maſter is of 
another Stile. 


. You are too old, Sir; let it ſatisſie you, your 
00 dd. 


-4 


me thy Hand. 
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af. I muſt tell thee, Sirrab, I write Man ; to which | 


title Age cannot bring thee. 
Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 


* Laf. I did think thee for two Ordinaries to be a pretty 
wiſe Fellow; Thou didſt make tolerable vent of thy _ 


Travel, it might paſs; yet the Scarfs and the Bannerets 
about thee, did manifoldly diſſuade me from believin 


thee a Veſſel of too great a Burthen. I have now foun 


thee; when I loſe thee again, I care not: Yet art thou 
good for nothing but taking up, and that thou'rt ſcarce 


worth. 


4 Hadſt thou not the Privilege of Antiquity upon 
ee — | 
Do not plunge thy ſelf too far in Anger, left thou 
— thy trial; ehen . Lord have Merc * thee for 
a Hen; ſo, my good Window of Lattice, fare thee well, 
thy Caſement I need not open, I look through thee. Give 
Par. My Lord, you give moſt egregious Indignity. 
LA,. A C with all my Heart, * 2 e it. 
Par. 1 not, my Lord, deferv'd it. _—_— 
 Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will not 
bate thee a ſcruple. = „ 
Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſer : 
Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou can'ſt, for thou haſt to 
— at a ſmack o th contrary. If ever thou beeſt 
in thy Scarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is 
to be proud of thy Bondage. I have a deſire to hold my 
Acquaintance with thee, or rather my Knowledge, that 
I may fay in the default, he is a Man I know. | 
Far. My Lerd, you do me moſt inſupportable Vexa- - 
tion, | ” Sn 
L. I would it were Hell Pains for thy ſake, and my 
poor doing eternal: For doing I am paſt, as I will by thee, 
in what Motion Age will give me leave. Irie. 
Far. Well, thou haſt a Son ſhall take this Diſgrace off 
me; ſcuryy, old, filthy, _ Lord: Well, 1 muſt be 
pany, there is no fettering of Authority. I'll beat him, 
y my Life, if can meet him with any convenience, and 
be were double and double = Lord: I bk as more 
Eee wes pity 
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pity of his Age than I would _ * beat him, 
and if I could but meet him ag; 

Bier La 

Taf. Sirrah, your Lord and Maſter's wriaeridd, there's 
News for you: You have a new Miſtreſs. 

Par. 1 inof unfeignedly beſeech your Lordſhip to make 
ſome Reſervation of your Wrongs. He my uu Lord, 
whom [I ſerve above is my Maſter. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

The Devil it is, that's thy Maſter. Wh doſtthey 
garter up thy Arms o this faſhion ? Doſt make Hoſe of 


thy Sleeves? Do other Servants ſo ? Thou wert beſt ſet 


thy lower Part where thy Noſe ſtands. By mine Ho- 


nour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee : 


Methinks thou art a general Offence, and every Man 


ſhould beat thee. I think thou waſt created for en to 
breath themſelves upon thee. 


Par. This is hard and undeſerved meaſure, my Lord. 
Laf. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in Italy for picking 


2 Kernel out of a Pomegranat; you are a Vagabond, and 
no true Traveller: You are more — with Lords and 


honourable Perſonages, than the commiſſion of your Birth 


and Virtue givcs Jou Heraldry. You are not worth ano. 
ther word, elſe Fd 


d call you Knave, I leave you. [Ex. 
Enter Bertram. 
Par. Good, very good, it is ſo then. Good, very good, 


Ber. Undone, and forfeited to Cares for ever. 

| Far. What is the Matter, ſuset Heart? 
Ber. Although before the ſolemn Prieft I bare fororn 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what, ſweet Heart? | 

Ber. © my Parolles, they have married me: 


Vit to the Tuſcan Wars, and never bed her. 


Pay. France is a Dog hole, and it no more merits 


The tread of a Man's Foot: To th' Wars. 


Fer. There's Letters from my Mother: What th' Io 
| Port is, 1 know not yet. 


Is 


That hugs his kickſy wickſy here at home, 


Therefore to th' War. 
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Par. Ay, that vvould be known: To th Wars my Boy, 
to th' Wars. 
He wears his Honour in a Box unſeen, 


Spending his manly Marrow in her Arms 

Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high Curvet 
Ot Mars's fiery Steed: To other Regions, 5 
France is a Stable, we that dwell in't Jades, 


Bey. It ſhall be fo, III ſend her to my Houſe, 
Acquaint my Mother with my Hate to her, 
And wherefore 1 am fled. Write to the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. His preſent Gift 
Shall furniſn me to thoſe Iralian Fields 
Where noble Fellows ſtrike. War is no ſtrife 
To the dark Houſe, and the deteſted Wife. 
Par. Will this Capricio hold in thee, art ſure? 
Ber. Go with me to my Chamber, and adviſe me. 
Vl fend her ſtraight away: To Morrow | 
I'll to the Wars. ſhe to her ſingle Sorrow. 
Par. Why theſe Balls bound, there's noiſe in it. is hard 
A young Man married, is a Man that's marr'd: : 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 
The King has one you wrong : but huſh, *tis ſo. Ern. 
Enter Helena and Clown. 

Hel. My Mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? | 
Clo. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her Health; ſhe's 
= merry, but yet ſhe is not well: But Thanks be given 
fhe's very well, and want's notking th World; bur yet 

the is not well. 
Hel. If ſhe be very well, what does ſhe ail, that ſhe's 
net very well? | 
Clo. Truly ſhe's very well, indced, but for twothings. 
Hel. What two things? 
_ Clo, One, that ſhe is not in Heav'n, whither God ſend 
her quickly; the other, that ſhe's in Larth, whence: C 


lend her quickly. 
Enter paroles. | 
Far. Bleſs you, wy fortunate Lady. 
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Hel. J hope, Sir, I have your good Will to have mine 
own good Fortune. 

Par. Yeu had my Prayers to lead themon, and to keep 
rr pes have them ſtill. O my Knave, how does my 
| Lady? | 

Clo. So that you had her Wrinkles and 8 
I would ſhe did as you fay. 

Par. Why 1 fay — 

Clo. Marry you are the wiſer "I for many 2 Man's 
Tongue ſhakes out his Maſter's undoing: To ſay nothing, 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is 
to be a — pane vrhich is within a very 
little 4 nothing. 

i Par. Away, thou'rt a Knave. 

Clo. You ſhould have faid, Sir, before a Kane; thiart a 

| Knave, that's before me th art a Knave: This had been 

truth, Sir. 
| Par. Go to, thou art a witty Fool, I have found thee, 
 Cls. Did you find me in your ſelf, Sir? or 0 you 
taught to find me? The ſearch, Sir, was profitable, and 
much Fool may you find in you, eren to the World 
Pleaſure, and the encreaſe of Laughter. 
| Par. A good Knave i faith and well fed. 
Madam, my Lord will go awa 2 
A 8 2 Buſineſs calls on | 

tive and Rite of Love, ne 

kid ny Time claims, R 
But puts it off by a compell d Reſtraint: 
| Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with Sweets 

Which they diſtil now in the 3 time, 

To make the coming hour o erflow with 

And Pleaſure drown the brim. 
Hel. What's his Will elſe? 
— - That you will take your inſtant Leave o a 
And make this haſte as yone own ge Tuaceading, 
Strengthned with what * Apology you think 
May make it probable need 
Hel. What more commands he? 


_ Far, That havi _— ou preſently 
Attend his further F F 


|= 


's 


8 Knowledge, 
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Hel. In every thing I wait upon his Will. 


Par. I ſhall report it fo, [Exit Par] 
Hel. I pray you come, Sirrah,  [Exe. 
Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 


= dat! hope your Lordſhip thinks not him a Sol- 


Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 
Lou have it from his own Deliverance. 
1 And by other warranted Teſtimony. 


Laf. Then k my Dial goes not true, I took this Larkfor 


a _ 

do aſſure Lord, he is ver tin 

, and Se; 7 Vale, i 0 

ve then ſinn n Experience, 

= his Widows, ad my State that way is 
ce I cannot find in my Heart to repent: 


. N 1 . 


— | Enter Parolles. 


Par. Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir: 


I you, Sir, who's his Taylor? 
25. ar” 


Laf. O I know him well, 6. be Sir's good 


| Workman, a very good Taylor. 


Ber. Is the gone to the King? [Aſide to Parolles, 
Par. She is. 
Ber. Will ſhe away to Night? 
Par. As you'll have her. 


Ber. I have writ my Letters, casketed my Treaſure, 


_ Given Order for our Horſe, and to Night, 
When I ſhould take Poſſeſſion of the Bride 
And Cer I do begin 


1 A Trayeller is ſomething at the latter end of 
one that lyes three thirds, and uſes a known 
a thouſand Nothings with, ſhould be once 
thrice beaten God fave you Captain, 


_ Is there any Unkindneſs — my Lord and 


Jou. Monſicur? 


Par. I know not how I bars deſeryed to run into my 
. 


Lord's Dilplealure, 
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Ta. You have made ſhift to run into'r, Boots and 
Spurs and all, like him that leaps into the Cuſtard ; and 


out of it you'll run again, rather than ſuffer Queſtion tor | 
your Reſidence. 

Ber. It may be you have eben him, my Lord. 
La,. And ſhall do ſo ever, tho? I took him at's Prayers. 
Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, there 
can be no Kernel in this light Nut: The Soul of this 
Man is his Clothes. Truft him not in matter of heavy 


5 Cenſequence: I have kept of them tame, and know 


their Natures. Farewel, Monſieur, I have ſpoken better 
of you, than you have or will deſerve at my Hand, but 
we muſt do good againſt evil. 3 LE. 
Par. An idle Lord, I ſwear. | 
Ber. I think ſo. 
Far. Why do you not know him? | 
Ber. Yes, I do know him well, dc common n Speech 
Gives him a worthy Paſs. Here comes my Clog. 
| | Enter Helena, 
_— V7 have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
poke with the King, and have procured his leave 
For preſent parting, only he deſires 
Some private Speech with you. 
Ber. I ſhall obey his Will. 
You muſt net marvel, Helen, at my Courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the Time, nor does. 
The Minittration, and required Office 5 
On my particular. Prepar d ] was not 
For ſuch a Buſineſs; and therefore am 1 found - | 
So much unſetled: This drives me to intreat you, 
That preſently you take your way for home, 
And rather muſe than ask why 1 intreat you, 
For my Reſpects are better than they ſeem, 
And my Appointments have in them a need 
Greater than ſhews it ſelf at the firſt View, 
To you that know' them not.” This to my Mother, 
* 4 Letter 
will be two days ere 1 ſhall ſe you, lo 
Mr 8 


Hel. Sir * lay, Fs 


10 


; Where are my other Men? Monſieur, ber 
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But that 1 am your moſt obedient Servant, 
Ber. Came, no more of that. 
Hel. And eyer ſhall * 

With true Obſervance ſeek to che out that 


| Wherein toward me my homely Stars have fail'd 
To equal my great Fortune. 


Ber. Let that go: my haſte is very great Farewel: 


Hie home. 
Hel. Pray, Sir, your Pardon, 
Ber. Well, what would you y? 
Hel. 1 am not worthy of the Wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I ſay tis mine, And yet it is; 
Bur, like a timorous Thief, moſt fain would ſteal 
What Law does vouch mine own, 9 85 
Ber. What would you have? | 
Hel. Something, and ſcarce fo 8 Nothing i in- 
deel—1 would not tell you what I would ,my Lord — 
Faith yes — Strangers and Foes do ſunder, and not kiſs. 
Ber. I pray you ſtay not, but in haſte to Horſe, 
Hel. 1 ſhall not break your bidding, good my Lord: 


Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will never come. 


Whilſt I can ſhake my Sword, or hear the Drum: 


Away, and for our flight. 


— Bravel Ys — | | [Exemnt. 


ACTW. SCENEI 


Flowiſh. Enter the Duke of Florencs two French Lords, 


with Soldiers. 


Dake. Go that from point to point, now have you heard 
The fundamental Reaſons of this War, _ 


Whoſe great Deciſion hath much ous let mM 


And more thirſts after 
1 Lord. Holy ſeems the Quarrel 


Upon your Grace's part; black and fearful 
On the Oppoler, 


Uri _ 
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Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our Couſin France, 
: 2 in qt ns a 2 ſhut his Boſom | 
Againſt our borro rayers. = 
4 Lord. Good my Lond, . 
The reaſons of our State I cannet yield, 
But like a common and an outward Man, 
That the great Figure of a Council frames 
5 By ſelf-unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, fince I have found 
My ſelf in my incertain Grounds to fail 
As often as I gueſt. 6 
Duke. Be it his pleaſure. 
2 Lord. But I am fare the younger of our Nation, 
That ſurfeit on their Eaſe, will Gay by — 
. Come here for Phyſicx. 
Duke. Welcome Thall they be · 6 
And all the Honours that can fly from us, | 
Shall on them ſettle. You know your Places well, 
When better fall, for your avails they fell, 


To morrow to the Field. [Exeunt, 
Enter rot 5 and Clown. 
Count. It hath ha as I would have had it, ave 


that he comes not along with her. 
Clo. By my troth, | take my young Lord to be a ver 


melancholy Man. 


Count. By what Obſervance, I pray you? 
Clio. Why he will look upon his Boot, and ſing; mend 
his Ruff, ond ſing; ask Queſtions, and fing; pick bis 
Teeth, and fing: I knew a Man that had this Trick of 
Melancholy, ſold a goodly Manor for à So 
Count. Let me ſee what he writes, and ab 
to come, | 
Che. | have no Mind to Tsbel fince I was at Court, Our 
and our Hbels o'th* Country, are nothing like 

— Ling, and your I:bels o 1 The Brains 
* " my Cupid's knock'd out, and 1 to love, as 

old Man loves Mony, with no 
Count. What have we here? = 

Cle. In that you have there, [Exit 


cn 
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W reads a Letter. 


I have ſent you 4 Daughter-in-Law: She hath recovered 
the King, and * me. 1 have wedded her, Not bedded 
her, and ſworn to make the Not eternal. You ſhall hear I 
am run away; know it before the Report come. If there be 
breadth enough in "ne, I will bold a long af Ance. 9 


Duty to you, 
Your unfortunate Son, 
Bertram 8 
This is not well raſh and unbridled wy. 
To fly the Favours of ſo good a Ki 
To pluck his Indignation on thy Head, 


By the miſpriſing of a Maid, too virtuous 
For the Contempt of Empire. 
Enter Clown. 
Clo. O Madam, vonder is heavy News within between ; 
two Soldiers and my young Lady, 
Count. What is the matter? 
Clo. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the News, ſome 
comfort, your Son will not be kill'd ſo ſoon as WO. 


he would. 


Count. Why ſhould he be kill'd? | 

Clo. So ſay I, Madam, if he run away, as 1 hear he 
does, the danger | is in ſtanding tot; that's the loſs of 
Men, though it be the getting of Children. Here they 
come will tell you more. For my part, I only hear your 
Son was run away. 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

1 Gen. Save you, good Madam. 

Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for eyer gone. 
2 Gen. Do not lay fo. 

Count, Think upon Patience: *Pray you, Gentlemen, 
I have felt ſo many quirks of Joy and Grief, 
That the fir ſacs of neidher on the fart 


Can Woman me unto't. Where is my Son, 1 pray you? 


2 Gen, Madam, he's gone to ſerve Duke of Florence. 
We met him thitherward, from theace we came; 
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And, after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on this Letter, Madam, here's my Paſsport. 


When thou canſt get the Ring upon my Finger, which never 
ſhall come off, and ſhew me a Child L of thy Body that 
I am Father to, then call me Huzband: But in ſuch 4 
Then I write a Never. 35 


This is a dreadful Sentence. . 
Count. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen? 
1 Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the Contents ſake, Ie 
forry for our Pains. 
Count. I prethee, Lady, have a better Cheer. 
If thou engroſſeſt all the Griefs as thine, 
Thou robb'ſt me of a Moiety: He wa Sax Son, 
But I do waſh his Name out of my Bl 
And thou art all my Child. Towards Florence i is he? 
2 Gen, Ay, Madam. 
Court. And to be a Soldier! 
2 Gen. Such is his noble purpoſe, 5 believe 
The Duke will lay upon him all the Honour 
That good Convenience claims. 
Count. Return you thither? 
1 Gen, Ay, Madam, with the ſwifteſt Wing of Speed 
Hel. Till I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. 


"Tis bitter. | [Reading, 


Count. Find you that there? 
Hel, Yes, Madam. 
1 Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of his hand * 
his Heart was not conſenting to. 
Count. Nothing in France until he have no Wife? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord, | 
That twenty ſuch rude Boys might tend 
And call hy hourly Miſtreſs. Who was with bim? 


1 Gen. A Servant only, „ — which I kave 


. ſometime known. 
Count. Parolles, was it not? 


1 Gen. Ay, my good Lady, he. 
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Count. A very tainted Fellow, and full of Wickedneſs, 

My Son corrupts a well derived Nature 

With his inducement. | 
1 Gen. Indeed, good Lady, the Fellow has a deal of 

that too much, which holds him much to have. 
Count, V are welcome, Gentlemen; I will intreat you, 

when you ſee my Son, to tell him that his Sword can 

never win the Honour that he loſes: More Ill intreat yu 

written to bear along. 

2 Gen. We ſerve you, Madam, in that, and all your 

worthieſt Affairs. 

Count. Not fo, but as we change our Courteſier, | 
Will you draw near? Ex. Coumt. and Gentlemen. 
Hel. Till I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. 

Nothing in France until he has no Wife! 

Thou ſhalt have none, Raſſilion none in France, 

Then haſt thou all again. Poor Lord! ist! 

That chaſe thee from thy Country, and expoſe 

Thoſe tender Limbs of thine, to the event 

Of the none ſparing War? And is it I, 
That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Waft ſhot at w'th fair Eyes, to be the marx 
Of ſmoaky Muſquets? O you leaden Meſſengers, 

That es upon the violent ſpeed of Fire, 

Fly with fle a aim. move the fe fil piercing Air 

That ſtings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there, 
Whoever charges on his forward Breaſt, 

I am the Caitiff that do hold him to it, 

And tho' I kill him not, I am the Cauſe 

His Death was ſo effected. Better *twere 

I met the rav'ning Lion when he roar'd 

With conſtraint of Hung Better twWere 
That all the Miſeries which Nature owes 4? 
Were mine at once. No, come thou * Aves 
Whence Honour but of danger wins a Scar, 
As oft it loſes all. I will be gone: 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall I ſtay here to do't? Noz no, although 
The Air of Paradiſe did fan the Houſe, 
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And Angels offic'd all; I will be gone, 

That pitiful Rumour may report my flight 

To conſolate thine Ear. Come . 5 end Day, 
For with the Dark, poor Thief, I'll ſteal away. [ Exit. 
Flouriſu. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum and A 


EE s, Soldiers, Parolles. = R 

Dake. The of our Horſe thou art, and we A 

Great in our hope, lay our beſt Love and Credence T 

| Upon thy promiſing Fortune. ; 1 W 
. | 8 

A charge too heavy for my Strength, but If 

We'll ſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, Sh 

To th' extream edge of hazard, 1 


Duke. Then go thou forth, | 
And Fortune play upon thy proſperous Helm, 
As thy auſpicious Miftrel, 
Ber. This very day, 55 
Great Mars, I put my ſelf into thy File, | 
Make me but like my Thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum; hater of Love. Exeunt. 
| Euter Counteſs and Steward. 
Count. Alas! and would. you take the Letter of her? 
Mons you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
By ſending me a Letter. Read it again. o 


LETTER 


I am St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither gone; 
Ambitious Love hath ſo in me offended, 
That bare: foot plod I the cold Ground upon, 
With ſamted Jom my Faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that from the bloody courſe of War, 
Ay deareſt Maſter, your dear Son, may hie; 5 
Bleſs him at home in Peace, whilſt I from far 4 


His Name with zealous Fervour ſanchifie. 
Eis taken Lalours bid him me forgive; | | 
I his deſpightful juno ſent him forth v 
Frem courtly Friends, with camping Foes to live, We 


Where Death and Danger dog the Heels of "wh. 


LE 
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He is too good and fair for Death and me, 
Whom I my ſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharp Stings are in her mildeſt Words? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack Advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs ſo; had I ſpoke with her, 
could have well diverted her Intents, | 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 
Stew. Pardon me, Madam, 
If 1 had given you this over night, 
She might have been o'er-tz'en; and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuit would be but yain. 
Count. What Angel ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy Husband? He cannot thrive, 
Unleſs her Prayers, whom Heay'n delights to hear; 
—7 loves to grant, reprieve him from the Wrath 
greateſt Juſtice, Write write, R 

To This unworthy Husband of his Wife; 
Let every word ren al heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light: My greateſt Grief, . 
Tho! little do he feel it, ſer down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient Meſſenger; | 
When haply he fhall hear that ſhe is gone, 
— will return, and hope I may that ſhe, 

caring ſo much, will ſpeed her Foot again, 
Led bither by pure Love. Which of them both 
Is deareſt to me, I have no skill in Senſe 
To make diſtinction; Provide this Meſſ 
My Heart is heavy, and mine Age is weak, 
Grief would have Tears, and Sorrow bids me ſpeak. 


[Exc | 
| A Tucket afar off. 
Enter an old Widew of Florence, Diana, Violenta, aud 
Mariana, with other ] 
A. Nay come. Ge 
or i do approac City, 
We hal oe al ; the * | 
Dia. T » © ch Coun ha done 
od honourable Sery 
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Mad. It is reported, 

That he has ta en their greateſt Commander, 
And that with his own Hand he flew 

The Duke's Brother. We have loſt our labour, 
They are you a contrary way: Hark, 

You may know by their Trumpets. 

Mar. Come let's return again, | 

And ſuffice our ſelves with the Report of it. 
Well, Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name, 
And no Legacy is ſo rich 1 

As Honeſty. | 

Mid. I have told my Neighbour 
How you have been ſollicited by a Gentleman 
His Companion. 

Mar. I know that Knave, bang him, one Parolles, a fil 
thy Officer he is in thoſe Suggeſtions for the young Earl; 
beware of them, Diana; their Promiſes, Eaticements, 
Oaths, and Tokens, and all theſe Engines of Luſt, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath bcen ſeduced 
by them, and the Miſery is, Examp.e, that ſo terrible ſhews 
in the wreck of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that diſſuade 
Succeſſion, but that they are limed with the Twigs that 
threatens them. I hope I nced not to adviſe you further, 
but 1 hope your own Grace will keep you where you are, 
tho? there were no further danger known, but the Mode- 
ſty which is ſo loſt. | . PEEP | 

Dia. You ſhall not need to fear me. 

Beer Helena diſguiſed like à Pilgrim. el 

id. I hope ſo; look here comes a Pilgrim; 1 know 
ſhe will lye at my Houſe; thither they ſend one another; 
Fl queſtion her; God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound? 3 | 
iel. To S. Jaques be grand. | 
| Where do the Palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 
Mid at the St. Francis here beſide the Port. 
Hel. Is this the wa? [4 March afar off. 

Wid. Ay -marry is' t. Hark you, they come this way: 


If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, 
Bur till the Troops come by, 
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I will conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd; 
The rather, for I think J know your Hoſteſs 
As ample as my ſelf. 

Hel. Is it your ſelf? D? 

Wid. If you ſhall pleaſe fo, Pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will ſtay upon your leiſure. 

id. Yon came, I think, from France? 

Hel. I did fo. 

id. Here you ſhall ſee a Country- man of yours, 
That has done worthy Service. 

Hel. His Name, I pray you? 

Dia. The Count Raſſilion: Know you ſuch a one? 

Hel, But by the Ear that hears moſt nobly of him; 
His Face | know not. 

Dia. Whatſoc'er he is, - 
He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
As 'ris reported; for the King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Think you it is ſo? 

Hel. Ay ſurely, meer the Truth, I know his Lady. | 

Dia. There is a Gentleman that ſerves the Count, | 
Reports but courſely of her. 

Hel. What's his Name? 
Dia. Monſieur Parelles. 
Hel. Oh I believe with him, 
In Argument of Praiſe, or to the Worth 
Of the great Count bimſelf, ſhe is too mean 
To have her Name repeated; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved Honeſty, and chat 
| have not heard examin'd. 
Dia. Alas, poor Lady! 
'Tis a hard Bondage to 122 the wife 
Of a deteſting Lord. 

id. Ah! right good Creature! whereſoc'er ſhe i is, 
Her Heart weighs ſadly; this young Maid might do her 
A ſnrew'd turn, if ſhe pleas'd. 

Hel. How do you mean? 

May be, the amorous Count ſollicites ber 
In the unlawful purpoſe. 
id. He does indeed, 


Aud brooks with all chat a: can, in fuck a Suit, | 
Corrupt 
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Corrupt the tender Honour of a Maid: 
But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her Guard 
In honeſteſt Defence. 
Drum and Colours. 
Enter Bertram, Parolles, s aud Soldier — 
Mar. The Gods forbid el 
id. So, now they — 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeſt Son, 
That Eſcalus. 
ws Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia. He; 
That with the Plume; tis a moſt galant Fellow; 
I would he lov'd his Wife: If he were honeſter 
He were much goodlier. Is t not a handſome Gentleman ? 
Hel. I like him well. 
Dia. Tis pity he is not honeſt: Yond's that ſame Knave 
That leads him to theſe Places; were l his Lady, 
I would poiſon that vile Raſcal. 
©... a. Which b ket 
475 That Jack-an-apes with Scart Why i is he melan- 
oly ? 
Hel. Perchance he's hurt ith' Battel. 
Par. Loſe our Drum! Well. 
Pape He's ſhrewdly vex'd at ſomething, | Look he has 
ied us. 
Wid. Marry Exeant Ber. and Par. oe. 
Mar. - wo its fora N 
Wid. The T me Pilgrim, I bring 
Where you ſhall hoſt: Of injoyn'd Penitents 8 
There's four or five, to great St. * 
Already at my Heuſe. 
Hel. 1 humbly thank you: 8 | 
'Pleaſe it this — and this gentle Maid : 
To eat with us to Night, the Charge and Thanking 
1 42 3 and to requite beg further. 
] w ow ſome Precepts on » 
8 7 
N. wel take nnn . [Exennt. 
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Enter Bertram and the two French Lords. 
1 Ld. Nay, good my Lord, put him to't: Let him have 

his way. 5 

2 Ld. If your Lordſhip find him not a Hilding, hold 

me no more in yeur Reſpect. 5 
1 Ld. On my Life, my Lord, a Bubble. 
Ber. Do you think I am ſo far 

Deceiy'd in kim? 5 


1 Ld. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct Know 


ledge, without any Malice, but to ſpeak of him as my 
Kinſman; he's a moſt notable Coward, an infinite and 


endleſs Liar, an hcurly Promiſe-breaker, the Owner of no 


one good Quality worthy your I ordſhip's Entertain- 
ment. 1 oo, 5 
2 Ld. It were fit you knew him, leſt re poſing too far 
in his Virtue, which he hath not, he might at ſome great 
and truſty Buſineſs, in a ma n Danger, fail you. 1 
Ber, I would 1 knew in wint particular Action to try 
2 Ld. None better than to let him fetch off his Drum; 


ns 6 hear him ſo confidently undertake to do. 
1 Lg. 


I, with a Troop of Fiorentines, will ſuddenly Sur- 
prize him; ſuch I will have whom I am ſure he knows 
not from the Enemy: We will bind and heod-wink him 
ſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is carried in- 
to the Leaguer of the Adverſaries, when we bring him to 
our own Tents; be but your Lordſhip preſent at his Exa- 


| mination, if he do not for the promile of his Life, and in 


the higheſt Compulſion of baſe Fear, offer to betray you, 
and deliyer all the Intelligence in his power againſt you, 
and that with the divinc Forfeit of his Soul upon Oath, 
never truſt my Judgment in any thing. | 

1 Ld. O, for the love of Laughter, let him fetch his 


Drum; he ſays he has a Stratagem for't; when your Lord- 


ſhip ſecs the bottom of his ſucceſs int, and to what Me. 
tal this Counterfeit Lump of ours will be melted, if you 
give him not John Drum's Entertainment, your inclining 
cannot be remoyed. Here he comes. TED 


Vor II. 3 Ei 


* 
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Enter Parolles. 


1 Ld. O, for the Love of Laughter, hinder not the Ho- 


nour of his Deſign, let him fetch off his Drum in any 
Hand. | | 
Ber. How now Monſicur? This Drum flicks ſorely in 
your Diſpoſition. 
2 Ld. A Pox on't, let it go, tis but a Drum. 
Par. But a Drum! Is't but a Drum? A Drum fo loſt! 
There was excellent Command! to oP in with our 
Horſe upon our own Wings, and to rend our own Sol- 
diers. | 


the Service; it was a Diſaſter of War, that Ceſar himſelf 
could not have prevented, if he had been there to Com- 
mand. SO 35s 
Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our Succeſs : 
Some Diſhonour we had in the Loſs of that Drum, but it 
| bs not to be recover. N 
Par. It might have been recover d. 
Jer. It might, but it is not now. 8 
Par. It is to be recover d; but that the Merit of Service 
ĩs ſeldom attributed to the true and exact Performer, 1 
would have that Drum or another, or hic jacet. | 
Ber. Why, if you have Stomach tot, Monſieur; if 
you think your Myſtery in Stratagem can bring this In- 
ſtrument of Honour again into his native Quarter, be mag- 
nanimous in the Enterprize and go on, I will grace the At- 
tempt for a worthy Exploit: If you ſpeed well in it, the 
Duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 
ther becomes his Greatneſs, even to the utmoſt Syllable 
of your Worthineſs. 

Par. By the Hand of a Soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Par. Ill 1 
down my Dilemmaes, encourage my ſelf in my certainty, 
put my {elf into my mortal Preparation; and by Mid- 
night look to hear further from me. ION : 
= we I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are gone 


Par, 


2 Ld. That was not to be blamed in the Command of 


it this Evening, and I will preſently pen 
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Par, 1 know not what the Succeſs will be, my Lard 5 "'Y 


but the Attempt I vow. 


Ber. I know th'art Valiant, 
And to the poſſibility of thy Soldierſhip, * 
Will ſubſcribe for thee, Farewel, pon 
Par. I love not many Words. 8 Exit. 
1 Ld. No more than a Fiſh loves Water. Is not this a 
ſtrange Fellow, my Lord, that ſo confidently ſeems to 
undertake this Buſineſs, which he knows is not to be 


done; Damns himſelf to dot, and dares better be damn'd 
than to do't. 


2 Ld. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do; 
certain it is, that he will ſteal himſeif into a Man's Fa- 


vour, and for a Week eſcape a great deal of Diſcoveries, 
but when you find him out, you have him ever after. 


Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at all of 


this, that fo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf unto ? 


2 Ld. None in the World, but return with an Inven- 


tion, and clap upon you two or three probable Lies; but 
wie have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſee his Fall to Night; 


for indeed he is not for your Lordihip's Reſpect. 
1 Ld. We'll make you ſome ſport with the Fox ere 


| we Caſe him. He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Lord La- 


feu; when his Diſguiſe and he is parted, tell me what a 


_ Sprat you ſhall find him, which you fuall ſee this very 


Night. 
2 Ld. I muſt go and look 1 Twigs, 


He ſhall be caught. 


Ber. Your Brother he ſhall go along with me. 
2 Ld. Ast pleaſe your Lordſhip, III leave you. 


Ber. Now will I lead you ro the Houle and hem you 


the Laſs I ſpoke of. 


1 Ld. Rut you fay ſhe's honeſt. 


Ber. That's all the Fault: I ſpoke with by bs once. 
And found her wondrous cold; but I ſent to her, 


By this fame Coxcomb that we have i'th* wind, 
Tokens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend ; 


And this is all I haye done: She's a fair Creature, 
Will you go ſee her ? 


11d, Wis all my Heart, my Lord, | [Exernt. 
8 2 = 
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Enter Helena and Widow. 
Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 

I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 

But I ſhall loſe the Grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Tho my Eſtate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with theſe Buſineſſes, 1 5 
And would not put my Reputation RoW 

In any ſtaining Act. 

Hel. Nor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt give me truft, the Count he is my Husband, 
And what to your ſworn Counſel I have ſpoken, 
Is ſo from word to word; and then you cannot 
By the good Aid that I of you * borrow, 
Err in beſtowing it. 
Mid. 1 ſhould believe you, 816 8 

For you have ſhew'd me that which well approyes. 
Vare great in Fortune. 

Hel. Take this Purſe of Gold, : 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which 1 will over. pay, and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count he wooes your Daughter, 
| Lays down his wanton Siege before her Beauty, 

Reſolves to carry her; let her in fine conſent, 

As we'll direct her how tis beſt to bear it. 

Now his importunate Blood will naught deny, 
That ſhe'll demand: A Ring the Count dees wear 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his Houſe _ 
From Son to Son, ſome four or five Deſcents, 
Since the firſt Father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moſt rich Choice: Yet in his idle Fire, 

To buy his Will, it would not ſeem too dear, 
How e er repented aſter. 

id Now l ſee the Bottom of your Purpoſe. 4 
Hel. Now fee it lawful then. It is no more, : 
But that your Daughter, ere the ſeems as won, 

Deſires this Ring; appoints him an . 5 
In fine, delivers me to fill the Time, 

Her ſelf moſt chaſtly abſent: After this 
To marry her, I'll add three thouſand Crowns | 


* already. 


md. 
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Wid. I have yielded: 
Inſtruct my Daughter how ſhe ſhall perſeyer, 
That Time and Place with this Deceit fo lawful, 


May prove coherent. Every Night he comes 


With Mulick of all ſorts, and Songs compos'd 
To her Unworthineſs: It nothing ſteads us 


To chide him from our Eeves, for he prong, 


As if his Life lay ont. 
Hel. Why then to Night © 

Let us aſſay our Plot, which if it ſpeed, 

Is wicked Meaning in a lawful Deed; 


And lawful Meaning in a lawful AQ, 


Where both not Sin, and yet a finful Fad, | 
But let's about „ LExeunt. 


— 


Enter one w of the French Lords, with 1 af fix Soldiers 


m Ambuſh. 


Lord [JE can come no other way but oy this Hedg 


Corner; when you ſally upon him, ſpeak w 


terrible Language you will, though you underſtand it — 


your ſelves, no matter; for we mult not ſeem to under- 
ſtand him, unleſs ſome one amongſt us, whom we muſt 
produce for an Interpreter. 
Sol. Good Captain, let me be th' Inte 
| Lord. Art not acquainted with him? Knows box not thy 
Voice? 
Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you. | 
Lord. Bur what Link woolde haſt thou to ſpeak to us 
again? 
* Ev'n ſuch as you ſpeak to me. | | 
Lord. He muſt think us ſome Band of Strangers i'th' 


Adverſaries Entertainment. Now he hath a Smack of all 


neighbouring Languages; therefore we muſt every one 

be a Man of his own Fancy; not to know + we 

ſpeak one to another, fo we ſeem to know, is to know | 
- WY . 
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ſtraight our Purpoſe: Chough's language, gabble enough, 
and good enough. As for you Interpreter, you muſt 
ſeem very Politick. But couch hoa, here he comes, to 
beguile two Hours in a Sleep, and then to return and 
ſwear the Lies he forges. | 55 

| Enter Parolles. 

Pay. Ten a Clock; within theſe three Hours twill be 
time enough to go home. What ſhall I ſay I have done? 
ruſt be a very plauſive Invention that carries it. They 
gin to ſmoak me, and Diſgraces have of late knock d 
too often at my Door; I find my Tongue is too Fool- 
hardy, but my Heart hath the Fear of Mars before it. 
and of his Creatures, not daring the Reports of my 
T : 


Tord. This is the firſt that e er thine own Tongue was 
guilty of. VVV ä 
Par. What the Devil ſnould move me to undertake the 
Recovery of this Drum, being not ignorant of the Impoſ- 
ſbility, and knowing I had no ſuch Purpoſe? I muſt give 
my ſelf ſome hurts, and fay I got them in exploit; yet 
ſlight ones will not carry it. They will fay, came you off 
with ſo little? And great ones I dare not give; where- 
fore what's the Inſtance? Tongue, I muſt put you into a 
Butter-woman's Mouth, and buy my ſelf another of Ba- 
$azet's Mule, if you prattle me into theſe Perilis. 
Lord. Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is, and be 
that he is? Os _- 
Par. I would the cutting of my Garments would ſerve 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh Sword, N 
Tord. We cannot afford you ſo. | | 
Par. Or the baring of my Beard, and to ſay it was in 
Tord. Twould not do. 5 33 
Par. Or to drown my Cloaths, and ſay I was ſtript. 
Lord. Hardly ſerve. = 


| the Cittadel. 
Tord. How deep? 
Far. Thirty Fathom, 


ry Par. Though I ſwore I leap'd from the Window of 


uk 


Lord. Three great Oaths would ſcarce make chat be be · 


lieved. 


Par, I vrould 1 had any Drum of the Enemies, I would 


{wear I recover d it. 


Lord. You ſhall hear one anon. 


Par. A Drum now of the Enemies. [Alarum within 


Lord. Throco movouſus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 
All. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo. 
Far. O Ranſom, Ranſom; 
Do not hide mine Eyes. [They ſeize bim and Hindfldbin 
Inter. Baskos thromaldo beskos. 
Par. I know you are the Myuskos Regiment, 
And I ſhall loſe my Life for want of Language. 
If there be here German or Dane, low-Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him | ro me, 
I'll diſcover that which ſhall undo the Florentine. 
Inter. Baskos vauvado, | underſtand thee, and can ſpeak 


thy Tongue Kerelybonto, Sir, betake thee to thy Faith, bh 


ſeventeen Poniards are at thy. 1 Boſom. 

Far. Oh. 

Int. Oh pray, þ 3 
| Mancha pray; pra * 

Lord. Oſceoribi dulchos volivorto. 

Int. The General is content to ſpare thee yet, 
And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou — inform 
Something to ſave thy Life. : 

Par. O let me live, 

And all the Secrets of our Camp Pl new; | 
Their Force, their Purpoſes : Nay, PI ** that, 
Which you will wonder at. 

Int. But wilt thou faithfully? 

Far. If I do not, damn me. 
Int. Acordo linta. 

Come on, thou art granted ſpace. 


Lord. Go, tell the Count Rofjillion and my Brother, 


We have caught the Woodcock, and will dun mae 
Till we do 12 5 op 


* 


8 4 6 Sol, 


- 
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* 


[Exits 
4 ſhort Alarum within. 
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| Je are now, for you are cold and ſtern; 
An 


: When your 2 ſelf was got. 


Sol. Captain I will. 
Lord. He will betray us all unto cur ſeives, 


| Inform em that. 


Sol. So 1 will, Sir. 
Lord. Till then I'll keep bim dark and ſafely lockt. 
[ Exennt, 
Enter Bertram and Diana. 
Ber. They told me that your Name was Fontibell. 
Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled Goddeſs, 


And worth it with Addition! but, fair Soul, 


In your fine Frame hath Love no Quality ? 

If the quick Fire of Youth light not your Mind, 
You are no Maiden, but a Monument : 

þ eqn you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 


now you ſhould be as your Mother Was, 


Dia. She then was honeſt, | 
Ber. So ſhould you be. 


Dia. No. 


My Mother did but Duty, ſuch, wy Lord, 
As you owe to your Wife, 


Ber. No more o'that ! 


I prethee do not ſtriye againſt my Vows: 


I was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By Love's own ſweet Conſtraint, and will for ever 
Do og all Rights of Service. B 


Dia. Ay, ſo you ſerve us 


Till ly you: But when you have our Roſes, 
Tou baſely leave our Thorns to prick our * | 
And mock us with our Bareneſs. 


Bar. How have I ſworn ! 
Dia. Tis not the many Oaths that nicks the Truth, | 


But the plain ſingle Vow, that is yow'd true; 


What is not Holy, that we ſwear not by, 


But take the High to witneſs : Then pray you tell me, 


If 1 ſhould ſwear by Fove's great Attribute, 
I loyd you dearly, would you belicye wy Oaths, 


* 124 ww ts v7 bid as 


When 


| 
4 
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When 1 did love you ill? This has no holding 
To ſwear by him whom 1 proteſt to love, ; 
That L will work againſt him. Therefore your Oaths 
Are Words and poor Conditions, but unſcal'd, 
Art leaſt in my Opinion. TC 
Ber. Change it, change it: | 
Be not ſo holy Cruel. Love is holy, TD 
And my Integrity ne'er knew the Crafts, 
That you do charge Men with: Stand no more off, 
But give thy ſelf unto my fick Defiress 
Who then recover. Say thou art mine, and eyer 
My Love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. : 
Dia. I ſee that Men make Hopes in ſuch Affairs, 
That we'll forſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 
Ber. I'Il lend it thee, my Dear, but have no Power 
To give it from me. | 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord? 5 
Ber. It is an Honour longing to our Houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceſtors, _ 
Which were the greateſt Obloquy ith? World 
In me to loſmGG. | 
Dia. Mine Honour's ſuch a Ring, 
My Chaſtity's the Jewel of our Houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt Obloquy i'th' Werd 
In me to loſe. Thus your own proper Wiſdom 
Brings in the Champion Honour on my Part, 
Againſt your vain Aſſault. TFT 2g: 
Ber. Here, take my Ring. 
My Houſe, my Honour, yea, my Life be thine, 
A CONTIN FY N 5 
Dia. W idnight comes, knock at m Chamber 
a — * 
Pll order take, my Mother ſhall not hear. 
Now will 1 charge you in the Band of Truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet Maiden-Bed, 
8 3 nor ſpeak to me: 
y Reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them; 
When back again this Ring ſball be deliver'd;, 
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Compoſition. 


dil they attain to their abhorr'd Ende; fo he that i. ti 


ar? Als well that Ends well, 
And on your Finger, in the Night, PI! put 


Another Ring, that, what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paſt Deeds. 


Adieu till then, then fail not: You have won 


A Wife of me, though there my Hope be done. 
Ber. A Heav'n en Earth I've won byt wooing thee. [Exiz. 
Dia. For which, live long to thank both Heay' n and x me. 


' You may ſo in the end. 
My Mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhe fate in's Heart; She ſays, all Men 


Have the like Oaths: He had ſworn to marry me 


When his Wife's dead: Therefore I'll lye with him 


When | am buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, LI live and die a Maid; 
Orty in this Diſguiſe, I think't no Sin, 


| (To cozen him that would unjuſtly win. [ Exit. 
Bnter the two French Lords, —— — 


1 Ld. Yau have not given him his Mother's Letter ? - 
2 Ld. I have deliver'd it an Hour fince; there is ſome- 


E thing in'r rhat ſtings his Nature, for on the reading it, he 


chang d almoſt into another Man. 5 
1 Ld. He has much worthy Blame laid upon him, for 85 


| 9 off ſo u, a Wife, 2 ſo ſweet a Lady. 


Eſpecially, he hath incurred the everlaſting Diſ- 
pleaſure of — King, who — _ tun'd his Bounty to 4 
fing Happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but N 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 14 10 
1 LA. 3 tis dead, and I am the f 


| Grave of it. i 


2 Ld. He hath p ed a young Gentlewoman here in 
Florence, of a moſt chaſt Renown, and this Night he fleſhes 
His Will in the Spoil of her Honour; he hath given her his 
monumental Ring, and thinks himſelf made in the ae 


1 ILA. Now God delay our Rebellion; as we are our | 


ſelves, what things are we! 


2 Ld. Meerly our own Traitors; and as in the common P 
Courſe of all Treaſons, we till ſee them reveal themſelves, 
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Action contrives againſt his own Nobility in his proper 


Stream, o'er-flows himſelf. 


| 1Lord, Is it not meant damnable in us to be the Trum- 


=p of our unlawful Intents? We ſhall not then haye 
ny to Night? 


I. . Not till — Midnight; for he i 18 dieted to his 5 


I ws That approaches apace: I would gladly have 


him ſee his Company anatomiz d, that he might take a 


Meafure of his own Judgments, wherein ſo ſeriouſſy he 
had ſet his Counterfeit, 
2 Lord. We will not meddle with Yin *till he come; 
For his Preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 
Id In the mean time, what hear you of thoſe Wars? 
_ 2 Ld. I hear there is an Overture of Peace. 
1 Ld. Nay, I aſſure you. a Peace concluded. 


2 Ld. What will Count Roſillicn do then? Will he travel 


higher, or return again into France ? 


1 Ld. I perceive by this Demand, you are not altoge« 


ther of his Council. 


214. Let it be forbid, Sir, ſs ſhould I be a great deal 
of this Act. 
1 Ld. Sir, his Wife ſome two Months fince fled from 
his Houſe, her Pretence is a Pilgrimage to St. Zaques lo 
grand; which holy Undertaking, with a moſt auſtere San- 


Rimony, ſhe accompliſh'd; and there reſiding, the Ten- 


derneſs of her Nature became as a Prey to her Grief; in 
fine, made a Groan of her laſt Breath, and now n 


in Heav'n. . 

2 LA. How is this juſtified ? 

7 r which 
makes her Story true, even to the Point of her Death; her 


Death it ſelf, which could not be her Office to ſay is come, 


was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector of the Place. 
2 £9. Hath the Count all this Intelligence? . 


1 Ld. Ay, and the particular Confirmations, point from, 


point, to the full arming of the Verity. 
2 La. I am heartil 1 that he'il be glad of this. 


\: 314 How might — mate us Comforts 
4 


ef our Laſſes. 
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2 Ld. And how mightily ſome other times we drown 
dur Gain in Tears, the great Dignity that his Valour hath 
here acquired for him, ſhall at home be encountred with 
a Shame as ample. 

1 Id. The Web ef our Life is of 2 mingled Yarn, good 
and ill together: Our Virtues would be proud, 
Faults whipt them not; and our Crimes would deſpair if 
they were not cheriſh'd by our Virtues. 
Ber @ Servant. 
How now? where's your Maſter? 
Ser. He met the Duke i in the Street, Sir, of whom he 
he bath taken a ſolemn Leave: His Lordſhip will next 
Morning for France. The Duke hath offered him Letters 
of Commendation te the King. 
2 Ld. They ſhall be no more than necdful there, if they 
were more than they can commend, 
Wo cannot de too ſweet for the King's Tart: 
neſs: Here's 3 now. How now, my Lord, is't 
not after Midnight? 
: | Ber. I have to _ diſpatch'd fixteen Buſineſſes, a 

Month's 7 a Piece, by an Abſtract of Succeſs; I have 
ied wit the Duke, dane one my Adieu with bis neareſt 

buried a Wife, mourn'd for her; writ to my Lady Mo- 
ther, I am returning; entertain'd my Convoy, and be- 
tween theſe main Parcels of diſpatch, effected many ni- 
| K the laſt was the greneft, but that 1 have not 
end 
: 214 If the Buſineſs be of any Difficulty, and this 
Morning your departure hence, it Tequires haſte of your 
o 


Ber. 3 the Buſineſs is not ended, as ing thaw 


of it hereafter. But ſhall we have this Dia 
the Fool and the Soldier? Come, bring forth this coun- 
terfeit Module; h'as deceiv'd me, like a double meaning 
Prephefier. 
2 4 Bring him forth, b'as ſate in the Stocks all Night, 
poor gallant Knave, W | 
Ber. No matter, his Heels have deſery'd it, in uſurping 

ts Spare fo long. How does he carry dime? 7 


11d, 


ol 


you he hath confeſt? 


viceable; the Troops are all ſcatter d, and the Comman- 
ders very poor Rogues, upon my Reputation 2 — 


WWW 


carry him. But to anſwer you as you would be under- 
ſtood, he weeps like a Wench that had ſhed her Milk, he 


bath confeſt himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes to be 


a Friar, from the time of his Remembrance to this ver 
inſtant Diſaſter of his ſetting i th Srocks; and what ink 


Ber. Nothing of me, has he? 
2 Ld. His Confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be read to as 


Face; if your Lordſhip be in't. as I believe you are, you 


muſt have the Patience to hear it. 
Enter Parolles with his Interpreter. 


[Ber, A Plague upon him, mufled! be can ſay nothing 
of me; huſh. 


I Ld. Hoodman comes: — 


- Int. He calls for the Tortures; what, will you ſap with: 7 
out em 


Par. 1 will confeſs what I know, without conſtraint; = 


If yy pinch me like a Paſty, I can fay no more. 
Int. Boske Chimurcho. 


1 Ld. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. 


Int. . oe | 


anſwer to what I ſhall ask you out of a Note. 
Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 
Int. Firſt demand of him, how — the Duke 


. What ſay you to that? 
Par. Five or fix Thouſand, but very weak and unſer- 


and as 1 hope to live. 
Int. Shall I ſet down your Anſwer ſo? 


Par. Do, Ill take the Sacrament on't, how and wie 


way you will: All's one to me. 


Ber. ere att seg u, 
1 Ld. Y 


the Practice in — Chape of his Dagger. 


5 2 Ld. I will never truſt a Man again for keeping his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every —"_ in kim, 
3 by Wearing his Apparel neatly. 
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1 Id. I have told your Lordſhip already: The Stocks 
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d, my Lord, this is Monfieur Parolles, 
the gallant Militariſt, that was his own Phraſe, that had 


the Whole Theory of War in the Knot cf his Scarf, and 
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i. Well, that's ſet down. 
| Pax. Five or fix thouſand Horſe aid. 1 will _ true; 
or thereabouts ſet down, for II! ſpeak truth. 
1 Ld. He's very near the truth in this. ö 
Ber. But 1 con him no thanks for t in a the Nature he — 
delivers Ws. 
Par. Poor Rogues, I pray you fay 
Int. Well, that's ſet down. 15 
Par. I humbly thank you, Sir, a Truth's s Truth, the 
4 are maryellous poor, 
Int. Demand of him of what Strength they are a Foot, 
What fay you to that? 
Par. By my Troth, Sir, if I yon to live this preſent 
Hour I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hundred 1 
fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus ſo many, Faques ſo 
many; Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowick and Gratii, two hun- 
| gred and fifty each; mine own Company, Chitopher, Vatt» 


| nnd, Bondi, two hundred and fifty 3 ſo that the Mu- 


ſter file, rotten and ſound, upon my Life amounts not to 
| fifteen thouſand Pole, half of the which dare not ſhake | 
the Snow from off their Caſſocks, leſt hey ſhake mans, 
ſelves te Pieces. 
* What ſhall be done to him? TR 
1 Ld. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand of 
— ran aero ny; 
e 
net. Well, that's ſet down. You ſhall demand of him, 
whether one Captain Damain be i th Camp, a Frenchman; 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, what his Valeur, 
Honeſty, and Expertneſs in War ; or whether he thinks 
it were not poſſible with well weighing Sums of Gold 
to corrupt him to a Revolt. What ſay you to this? What 
do you know of it? 
| Far. I beſeech you let me anſwer to the particular of 
the Interrogatorics Demain them fingly. 5 5 5 
nit. Do you know Captain Dumain? 
+ Par. I know him, he was a Botcher's Prentice i in Pas 
ris, from whence he was whipt for getting the Sheriff's 
r tha could vet fay 
3 * == 1 
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Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your Hands, the I know 
his 42 orfeit to the next Tile that falls. 
mt. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florence ; 
| Comp? 5 

Par. Upon my Knowledge he is, and lowſie. 


1 Ld. Nay, look not ſo upon me, we ſhall hear of your 


Lord anon. 

Int. What is his Reputation with the Duke? 
Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but a 
Officer of mine, and writ to me the other Day to turn 
him out o th Band, 1 think I have his Letter ds 
Pocket. 

Int. Marry we'll ſearch. 

Par. In good Sadneſs | do not know, either it is there, 
or it is upon a File with the Duke's other Letters, in my 
Tent; 

Br. Here Us, here's a Paper, ſhall I read it to you? 

Par. 1 do not know if it be i it or no. 

Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 

1 Ld. Excellently. 

Int. Dian, the Cornt's a Fool, and full of Coll. 8 
Par. That is not the Duke's Letter, Sir; that is an Ad- 
yertiſement to a Maid in Florence, one Diana, to 


take heed of the Allurement of one Counc Roſiillion, a 


fooliſh idle Boy, but for all that very ruttiſh, 1 pray you, 
Sir, put it up again. 
Int. Nay, II read it firſt, by your favour. 


Par. My Meaning in't, I proteſt, was very honeſt in the 


behalf of the Maid; for I knew the young Count to be a 


and laſcivious Boy, who is a Whale to Virgh: 


niry, and ol ova 1 22 Fry it _ W 


ES | Inter. Read the Leer. | 
When he ſwears Oaths, bid him drop Gold, and take it. 
Aſter he ſcores, be never pays the Score: | 
Half won is Match well made, match and well make it; 

He ne er pays afier-Debts, take it N 
And ſay « Soldier (Dian) told thee 
c 
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| For count of this, the Count's a Fool, I know it, 
Tho pays before, but not when he does owe it. 


Thine, as he yow'd to thee in thine Ear, 
1  PakoLLEs. 


Bier. He ſhall be whipt through the Army with this Rime 
in his Forchead. 5 
2 Ld. This is your devoted Friend, Sir, the manifold 
Linguiſt, and the Armi-potent Soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before, but a Cat, and 
he's a Cat to me. 7 .D 
Int. I perceive, Sir, by the General's Looks, we ſhall be 
fain to hang you. 7 - 
Par. My Life, Sir, in any caſe; not that I am afraid to 
die, but that my Offences being many, I would repent out 
the Remainder of Nature. Let me live, Sir, in a Dungeon, 

ith Stocks, any where, ſo I may live. 

Int. We'll ſee what may be done, ſo you confeſs freely; 
therefore once more to this Captain Dumam: You have 
anſwer'd to his Reputation with the Duke, and to his Va · 
lour, What is his Honeſty? ?: 5 
Far. He will ſteal, sir, an Egg out of a Cloiſter: For 
Rapes and Raviſhments he parallels Neſſus. He profeſſes not 
keeping of Oaths; breaking them he is ſtronger than Her- 
cules. He will lie, Sir, with ſuch volubility, that you 
Would think Truth were a Fool: Drunkenneſs is his beſt 
Virtue, for he will be Swine-drunk, and in his Sleep he 


does little harm, fave to his Bed-cloaths about him; but 


know his Conditions, and lay him in Straw. 1 have 
but little more to ſay, Sir, of his Honeſty, he has every 
thing that an honeſt Man ſhould not have; what an ho- 
neſt Man ſhould have, he has nothing. 
1 Ld. I begin to love him for this. LIE 
Ber. For this Deſcription of thine Honeſty ? A Pox upon 
bim for me, h'as more and more a Cat. 2d 
Int. What ſay you to his Expertneſs in War, 
Par. Faith, Sir, b'as led the Drum before the Engliſh 


| Tragedians: To belie him I will not, and more of his Sol- 
dierſhip 1 know not, except in that Country, he bad the 


—ʒ2— oY; 
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Honour to be the Officer at a Place there call'd Mile-end, 
to inſtruct for the doubling of Files. I would do the Man 
what Honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 
1 Ld. He hath out-villan'd Villany fo far, that the Rarity 
redeems him, 1 5 | 
Ber. A Pox on him, he's a Cat till. | 
Int. His Qualities being at this poor Price, I need not to 
ask you, if Gold will corrupt him to revolt. 
Par. Sir, for a Cardecue he will ſell the Fee-ſimple of 
his Salvation, the Inheritance of it, and cut th' Intail 
from all Remainders, and perpetual Succeſſion for it 
perpetually. | | 
ut. What's his Brother, the other Captain Dumain? 
2 Ld. Why do's he ask him of me? 
Int. What's he? 3 5 8 
Par. Een a Crow o'th' ſame Neſt; not altogether fo 
great as the firſt in Goodneſs, but greater a great deal in 
Evil. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Bro- 
ther is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a Retreat he 
E 2 any Lackey; marry in coming on he has the 
Cramp. _ 8 8 A 
Ine. if your Life be ſaved, will you undertake to be- 
tray the Florentine? 22. ® NR 
Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horſe, Count Rofſillion. 
p Int. III whiſper with the General, and knoyy his Plea- 
JUTE, on | | 
Par. I'll no more drumming, a Plague of all Drums; 
only to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the Suppo- 
fition of that laſcivious young Boy the Count, have 1 run 
into Danger; * would have ſuſpected an Ambuſn 
Where I was ? 8 [ Aſide. 
Int. There is no Remedy, Sir, but you muſt die; the 
General ſays, you that have ſo traiterouſly diſcovered the 
Secrets of your Army, and made ſuch peſtiferous Reports 
of Men very nobly held, can ſerve the World for no ho- 
_ neſt Uſe; therefore you muſt die. Come, Heads-man, off | 
with his Head, | ae 4 
Par. O Lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee my Death. 
Int. That ſhall you, and take your leave of all your 
Triends: e [binding * 
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So look about you; know you any here? 
Bert. Good Morrow, noble Captain. 
2 Ld. God bleſs you, Captain Parolles, 
1. God ſave you, noble Captain. 1 
2 Ld. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord La: 
feu? I am for France. = a 
1 J. Good Captain, will you give me a Copy of that 
fame Sonnet you writ to Diana in Behalf of the Count 
 Rofſillion, and | were not a very Coward, I'd compel it of = 
| you; but fare you well. Rr I 
Int. You are undone, Captain, all but your Scarf, that | 
has a Knot on't yet. TM 
Fur. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a Plot? 
It. If you could find out a Country where but Wo- " 
men were that had receiv'd ſo much Shame, you might | 
begin an impudent Nation. Fare you well, Sir, I am 
for France too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there. [Exits 
Tar. Yet am I thankful: If my Heart were great, 
_ *Twould burſt at this. Captain I'll be no more, 1 
But I will cat and drink, and ſleep as ſoft — = 
As Captain ſhall. Simply the thing Iam | 
Shall make me live: Who knows himſelf a Braggart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pals, ; | 
That every Bra ſhall be found an Aſs, 
Ruſt Sword, cool Bluſhes, and Parolles live 
Safeſt in Shame; being fool'd, by Fool'ry thrive; 
There's Place and Means for every Man alive, * 
PE”. Enter — — 7 4 Diana: f 
That you may well perceive I have not wrong d you, 
One of the nel bn the Chriſtian World _ 
Shall be my Surety; fore whoſe Throne tis needful, _ 
Ere I can perfect mine Intents, to kneel. 
Time was | did him a deſired Office, 
; _ _— as his Life, which Gratitnde 
rough flinty Tartars Boſom would forth, 
And IE Thanks, I duly am inform li, | 
His Grace is at Marſeilles, to which Place 
We have convenient Convoy ; you muſt know 
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I am ſuppoſed dead; the Army breaking, 

My Husband hies him home, where Heav'n aiding, 

And by the Leave of my good Lord the King, 
We'll be before our Welcome. WE 

Wia. Gentle Madam, e 

You never had a Servant to whoſe truſt 

Your Buſineſs was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you, Miſtreſs, 

Ever a Friend, whoſe Thoughts more truly labour 

To recompence your Love: Doubt not but Heav'n 


Hath brought me up to be your Daughter's Dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be La Motive 7 


And helper to a Husband, But, O ftrange Men! 
That can ſuch ſweet Uſe make of what they hate, 
When ſawcy truſting of the cozen'd Thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy Night, ſo Luft doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You Diana, 
Under my poor Inſtructions yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalf. 
Dia. Let Death and Honeſtly 

Go with your Impoſitions, I am yours 

Upon your Will to ſuffer, oY 
. 2 5 
But with the Word the Time will bring on Summer,“ 
When Briars ſhall have Leaves as well as Thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp: We muſt away, 

Our Waggon is pre par d, and Time revives us; 

Al's well that ends well, ſtill, that finds the Crown; 
What · e er the Curſe, the End is the Renown, ¶ Excunt. 

5 Euter Counteſs, Lateu, and Clown. | 
| Laf. No, no, no, your Son was miſled with a ſnipt 
taffita Fellow there, whoſe villanous Saffron would have 
made all the unbak'd and dowy Youth of a Nation in his 
Colour. Your Daughter-in-Law had been alive at this 


Hour, and your Son here at home, more adyanc'd by the 


King than by that red-tail'd Humble Bee 1 ſpeak of. 
Count. I would I had not known him, it was the Death 
of the moſt virtuous Geatlewoman that ever ny 
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Praiſe for Creating; if ſhe had partaken of my Fleſh, and 
cot me the deareſt Groans of a Mother, I could not have 


owed her a more rooted Love. | 
|  Laf. Twas a good Lady, 'twas a good Lady. We may 


.. "_ 


| — * thouſand Sallets ere we light on ſuch another 
Her | 
Cle. Indeed, Sir, ſhe was the ſweet Marjoram of the 
Sallet, or rather the Herb of Grace. | | 
Laf. They are not Sallet- Herbs, you Knave, they are 
Nole-herbs. 
Clo, J am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have not 
Much Skill in Graſs. : 
R _ Whether doſt thou profeſs thy ſelf, a Knave or a 
„ | 
| Cle. A Fool, Sir, at a Woman's ** and a Kane 
at a Man's. | 
Laf. Your Diſtinction? : 
- I would | eozen the Man of his Wife, and do his 
Service. | 
| Laf. So you were a Knave at his Service indeed. 
Clo. And I would give his Wite my Bauble, Sir, to do 
ber Service. 


Laf. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both Knaveand 


Clo. At your Service. | 
Laf. No, no, no. : 
| Gb. Why, Sir, ii 1 cannot ſerve you, 1 can ſerve 
great a Prince as ycu are. | 72 
Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman? 
Clio. Faith, Sir, he has an Engliſh Name, but kis Phiſno- | 
my is more hotter in France than there, | 
 Laf. What Prince is that? 
. Clo. The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of Dark: Y 
neſs, alias the Devil. 
Laf. Hold thee, there's my Purſe; I give thee not this 
; — thee from thy Maſter thou 12 of, ſerve him 
Cle. I am 2 n Fellow, Sir, that always lov'd a 


gent Fire, and the Maſter . 
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$ Fire, but fare he is the Prince of the World, let his No- 


bility remain in's Court. I am for the Houſe with the 


narrow Gate, which I take to be too little for Pomp to 


enter: Some that humble themſelves may, but the man 
will be too chill and tender, and they'll be for the flowry 
Way that leads to the broad Gate, and the preat Fire. 


Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee, and I 


tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall aut with thee. 
Go thy ways, let my Horſes be well look'd to, without 
any Tricks. 9 


« 


Clo. If I put any Tricks upon 'em, they ſhall be ades 


Tricks, which are their own Right by the Law ef Na- 


Laf. A ſhrewd Knave, and an unhappy. 


Count, So he is. My Lord that's gone made himſelf 


much Sport out of him; by his Authority he remains 
here, which he thinks is a Patent for his Saucineſs, and 
indeed he has no Pace, but runs where he will. 


| Laff. I like him well, tis not amiſs; and I was about 


wo tel you, ſince I heard of the good Lady's Death, and 


that my Lord your Sen was upon his Return home, 1 
moy'd the King my Mafter to ſpeak in the Behalf of my 
Daughter; which in the Minority of them both, his Ma- 


jeſty, out of a {elf gracious Remembrance, did firſt pro- 


poſe}; his Highneſs hath promis d me to do it; and toſtop 
up the Diſpleaſure he hath conceiv'd againſt your Son, 
kf. is no 


itter Matter. How do's your Lady ſnip like it? 


Count. With very much Content, my Lord, and | wiſh 


it 4. effected. 


His Highneſs comes Poſt from Marſellics, of as a- 


ble a Body as when he numbred thirty; be will be here 
to Morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in ſuch Intel- 
ligence hath ſeldom fail e. | 
Count. It rejoices me that I hope I ſhall ſee him ere I 
die. TI have Letters that my Son will be here to Night: 


I ſhall beſeech your Lordſhip to remain with me till they 


meet together. 
La,. Madam, I was thinkin 
might ſately be admitted. 


eli what Manners 1 
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Count. You need but plead your honourable Privilege. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold Charter; but I 
thank my God it holds yet. nes 

Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your Son with a 


Patch of Velvet on's Face; whether there be a Scar un- 


der't or no the Velvet knows, but tis a goodly Patch of 
Velvet; his left Cheek is a Cheek of two Pile and a half, 
but his right Cheek is worn bare. Fe 0 
Count. A Scar nobly got. 

Or a noble Scar, is a good Livery of Honour, 

So belike is tha. 

Clo. But it is your carbinado'd Face. 

= Sd; 
Tour Son, I pray you: I long to talk 

With the young noble Soldier. 5 
Clo. Faith there's a dozen of em, with delicate fine 
Hats, and moſt courteous Feathers, which bow the Head, 
and nod at every Man. [ Exeunt. 


"ACT V. SCENE I 
Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants. 


Hel. B UT this exceeding poſting Day and Night, 

Muſt wear your * low, we cannot help it. 

But ſince you have made the Days and Nights as one, 

To wear your gentle Limbs in my Affairs, 20 

Be bold you do ſo grow in my requital, 

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time. 

' | Enter 4 Gentleman. 

This Man may help me to his Majeſty's Ear, 

If he would ſpend his Power. God fave you, Sir. 

Gent. And you. 5 . 

Hel. Sir, I have ſeen you in the Court of France. 
Gent. I have been ſometimes ther. 


Ea, 


(A 


All's well that Ends well. 


Hel. I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallen 


From the Report that goes upon your Goodneſs; 


And therefore goaded with moſt ſharp Occafions, 
Which lay nice Manners by, I put you to 


| The uſe of your own Virtues, tor the * 
I ſhall continue thankful. 


Gent. What's your Will? 
Hel. That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor Petition to the King, 


And aid me with that ſtore of Power you have, 


To come into his Preſence. 
Gent. The King's not here. 
Hel. Not here, Sir? 

Gent. Not indeed, 


nie hence remoy'd laſt Night, and with 1 more haſte 


Than is his uſe. 


Mid. Lord, how we loſe our Pains. 
Hel. All's well that Ends well yet, 


| Tho' Time ſeem ſo adverſe, and Means unfit: 
1 do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 


Gent. Marry, as I take it, to — 
Whither I am going. 


Hel. I do beſeech you, Sir, 


Since you are like to ſee the King before me; 


Commend the Paper to his gracious Hand, 


Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your Pains for it. 


I will come after you with what good yu 


Our means will make us means. 


Gent. This I'll do for you. 


Hel. And you ſhall find your ſelf to be — thank d. 
What-e er falls more. We muſt to Horſe again. Go, go. 


: 
| 
1 

| | 
| provide. : [Exennt. 
| 

| 


Euer . and Parolles. 


Par. Good Mr. Levatch, give my Lord Laſen this Let- 
ter; I have ere. now, Sir, been better known to you, when 
1 have held familiarity with freſher Cloaths; but lam 

now, Sir, muddied in Fortune's Mood, and ſmell ſome- 
7 what * of her ſtrong Dupleaſure. | 
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Cle. Truly Fortune's Diſpleaſure is but Qutriſh, if N 
ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak ſt of: I will henceforth eat 
no Fiſh of Fortune's butt'ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 
Par. Nay, you need not to ſtop your Nole, Sir; I ſpeak 
but a Metaphor. . : | | 
Clo. Indeed, Sir, if your Metaphor ſtink, I will ſtop my 
' Noſe, or againſt any Man's Metaphor. Prethee get thee 
fur ther. | CE CS; | | 
Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this Paper. 
Clo. Foh! prethee ſtand away; a Paper from Fortune's 
Cloſe-ſtool, to give to a Nobleman. Look here he comes 
himſelf. . 


Enter Lafeu. 

Clo. Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or of Fortune's Cat, 
but not a Muſcat; that hath fall'n into the unclean Fiſn- 
pond of her Diſpleaſure, and, as he fays, is muddied withal. 
Pray you, Sir, uſe the Carp as you woy. for he looks like 
a poor, decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, raſcally Knave. I do 
pity his Diſtreſs in my Smiles of Comfort, and leave him 
d your eee * 

Pear. My Lord, I am a Man whom Fortune hath cruel- 
ly ſcratch d. JJ... é 
La. And what would you have me to do? Tis too 
late to pare her Nails now. Wherein have you play'd the 
Knave with Fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 
her ſelf is a good Lady, and would not have Knaves thrive 
long under her? There's a Cardecue for you: Let the 

me make you and Fortune Friends; I am for other 
Buſineſs. | 8 fs 

: ow. I beſeech your Honour, to hear me one ſingle 
word. Ig | : | | 

La. You beg a ſingle Penny more: Come, you ſhall 
ha't, fave your word, 2 ] 

Par. My Name, my good Lord, is Parolles. | 
Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox my Paſ- 
fion, give me your Hand: How dogs your Drum? | 
Par. O my good Lord, you were the firſt that found 


_ Laf. Was I, inſooth? And I was the firſt that loſt thee. 


| Whoſe deep Perfection, Hearts that ſcorn d to. ve, A 
Humbly call d Miltreſs. | 
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Par. It lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in ſome 
Grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon thee Knave, doſt thou put upon me at 
once, both the Office of God arid Devil; one brings thee 


in Grace, and the other brings thee our. The King com- 


ing, I know by bis Trutnpets. © Sirrah, inquire further at- 


ter me, I had talk of you laſt Night; tho you are a Fool 


and a Knave, you ſhall cat; go to, follow. 


a 'T praiſe God for you, ; 1 
Flouriſh. Enter King, Counteſs, Lafeu, the two' French g 


Lords ruh Attendants. 
King. We loſt a jewel ot her, and our Eſteem 
Was made much poorer by it; but your Son, 
As mad in Folly, lack'd the Senſe to know | 


Her F.ftimation home. 


Count. Tis paſt, my Liege; 


| And | beſeech your Mijety to make it 
Natural Rebellion, done i'th blade of Youth, 


When Oil and Fire, too ſtrong for Reaſon' s force, 
O erbears it, and burns on. 


King. My honour'd Lady, 


- hos forgiven and forgotten all, 
 Tho' my Revenges were high die” upon him, 


* e the time to ſhoot. 
This I muſt ſay, 


| _ beg my Pardon; the young Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother, and his Lady, 


Offence of mighty Note; but to bimſelf 
The greateſt Wrong of all. He loſt a Wife, 


Whoſe Beauty did aſtoniſn the ſurvey 


Of richeſt Eyes; whoſe Words all Ears took captive; 


King. Praiſing what is loſt, 


Makes the Remembrance dear. Well— call him hither] 


We are reconcil'd, and the firſt View ſhall kill 


All Repetition: Let him not ask our Pardon, 


The nature of his great Offence is dead, 


And deeper than Oblivion, we do vary 3 
Vor. II. T | Th in- 


— — — —— 
— —— — 


—— — — 

— ñ— —w ͤ wwꝛᷣ — — a 
- 
« 


OO — — 
2 - _ — 


434 Als well that Ends well, 
Th incenſing Relicks of it. Let him ap _ 
A Stranger, no Offender; and inform 
So tis our Will he ſhould 
Sent. I ſhall, my Liege. | 
King. What lays he to your Daughter? | 
Have you ſpoke? 
_ „All , he is, hath reference to your Highneſs, | 
| King. Then ſhall we have a Match. I have Letters ſcat 
me, that ſet him high in Fame. 
| Enter Bertram. 
Taf. He looks well on't. "a5 ag 

King. I am not a Day of Seaſon, 
For thou maiſt ſee a Sun-ſhine, and a Hail 
In me at once; but to the bright Beams 
Diſtracted Clouds give way, ſo ſtand thou forth, 

The Time is fair again. ö 
Ber. My high repented Blames, 

Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

King. All 1s whole, 

Not one word more of the 3 Time, 
Let's take the Inſtant by the forward Top; 
For we are old, and on our quick'ft Decrees 

Th inaudible and noiſeleſs Foot of Time 
Steals, ere we can effect them. You remember 
The Daughter of this Lord? 
Ber. Admiringly, my Liege. At firſt 
I ſtuck my Choice upon her, ere my Heart 
Durſt make too bold a Herald of my Tongue: 
Where the Impreſſion of mine Eye enfixing, 
Contempt his ſcornful Perſpective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the Line of every other Favour, 
Scorn'd a fair Colour, or Wan! d it ſtoll'n, 
Extended or contracted all Proportions 
To a moſt hideous Object. Thence it came, 
That ſhe, whom all Men prais'd, and whom my ſelf, 
Since 1 have loſt, have lov'd; was in mine Eye : 
The Duſt that did offend it. 
King. Well excusd: © 

That chou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſome Sores away | 


i 


m 
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From the great Compt; but Love that comes too te, 


Like a remorſeful Pardon ſlowly carried, 


Io the great Sender, turns a ſowre Offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our rafh Faults 


Make trivial Price of ſerious Things we have, 


Not knowing them, until we know their Grave. 


Oft our Diſpleaſures to our ſelves unjuſt, 

Deſtroy our Friends, and after weep their Duft : 
Our own Love waBing, cries to ſee what's done, 
While ſnameful Hate * out the Afternoon. 
Be this ſweet Hellens Knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous Token for fair Maudlin, 
The main Conkent are had, and here we'll r 


To ſec our Widower's ſecond Marriage Day: 


Which better than tlie firſt, O dear Heav 'n bleſs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, ceaſe. 


Taf. Come on my Son, in whom my Houſe's Name 
Muſt be digeſted: Give a Fayour from you 


To ſparkle in the Spirits of my Daughter, 


That ſhe may quickly come. By my old Beard, 
And every Hair that's on't, Bellen, that's dead, 


Was a ſweet Creature: Such a Ring as this, 
| The laſt that Cer ſhe took her leave at Court, | 


I ſaw upon her Finger. 
- Bey. Hers it was not. 


King. Now pray you let me foe it. For mine Eye 


While 1 was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd tot: 


This Ring was mine, and when 1 gave it Hellen, 
] bad her, if her Fortunes ever ſtood 
Neceſſited to help, that by this Token 


I would relieve her. Had you that Crafe to reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt? | 


Ber. My gracious Sovereign, 


Ho Cer it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The Ring was never hers. 


Count. Son, on my Life, 


I have ſeen her wear it, and ſhe reckon d it 
= At her Life's Rate. 55 


La,. TP aol ſaw her wear i i.” 8897 
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Ber. You are Gris iv'd, ES ME | ſke-newer fo its 
In Florence was it from a Caſement thrown me, 
Wrap'd ina Paper, which contain d the Name 
Of her that threw it: Noble ſke was; and thought 
I ſtood engag d. but when I had ſubſcrib'd _ 

To mine own Fortune, and inform'd ber fully, 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of Honour 
As ſhe had made the Overture, ſhe cuaſt 

In heavy Satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. | 
King. Nlutas himſelf, 
That — the Tinct and multiplying Medicine, 
Hath not in Nature's Myſtery more Science, 
Than I have in this Ring. TWwas mine, was Hellen „ 
Whoever gave it you: Then if you know. 

That Joa are well acquainted with ypur, ſelf, 

 Confels *rwas hers, and by. what rough Enforcement 
| You got it from her. She call'd. the Saints to ſurety, 
That ſhe, would never put it from her Finger, | 

' Unleſs ſhe, gave it £0; your. ſelf in Bed. 

(Where you have never come) or ſeat it us 
Upon * great Diſaſter. 
Bier. She never ſaw it. 1 
Hing. Thou ſpeak'ft it falſly, 381 = mige Honour; 'Þ 

'And-mal&:conjeftural. Fears to come into. me, 
Which I would fain ſugt out; if it ſhould. prore 
That thou art fo 1 "will not ove lon 
And yet I know not = thou didſſ — deadly, 

And ſhe is dead, which matiing but to cloſe 
Hes Zyenmy ſelf. coud win me co belicye,,.. 

More than to ſee this Ring. Take him away, 

Frier - Guar ds ſeize 
My fore-paſt Proofs, bowe bn the Matter fall, 
Shall tax my Fears of little Vanit gn. 
— vainly fear d too little. Away with him, 
We'll tift this Matten further. 5 
8 If you ſhall prove 


4 . a 
ns ths 1 decoded bo: Bed 5 in Florence, | 

Where yet ſhe never was, [Exit Bertram guarded. 
* Enter 
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Enter a Gentleman. 
Kin. I am wrap in diſmal. — 
Gent. Gracious Sovereign, 
Whether I have been to blame or no, 1 had not, 
Here's a Petition from a Florentine, 
| Who hath for four or five Removes come ſhort, 
To tender it her ſelf. I undertook it, 
_ Vanquiſh'd thereto by the fair Grace and Wan 
Of the poor Suppliant, who by this 1 know. 
Is here attending: Her Buſineſs looks in her 
With an importing Viſage, and ſhe told me 
In a ſweet verbal Brief, it did concern 
Your mans with her ſelf. 


The King reads a Letter. 


D Upon his many Proteſtations to marry me, when his Wi 
| was dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he won me. Now is hs 
Roſſilion a Widower, his Vows are forfeited to me, and my 


Honour's paid to him. He ſtole from Florence, taking no 
leaxe, and I follow him to this Country for Fuſtice: Grant it 


me, O King, in you it beſt hers Wye 4 Seducer flouriſhes, 
and a poor Maid is undone. 
| Diana Capilet: 


1 will b me © Silvi in a Fair, and Toll 
bur, r this. I'll none of him. 
King. The Hear ns have thought well on thee, Lafen, 
"To bring forth this diſcoy'ry. Seek theſe Sutors : 
Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count. 
Enter Bertram. 
I am afraid the Life of Hellen (Lady) | 
33 Was foully ſnatch C. 
| Count. Now juitice on the Doers. 
King. 1 wonder, Sir, Wives are fo monſtrays to yon, | 
And that you fly them as you ſwear tothem; 
Yet you deſire to marry. What Wothan's that ! 
O Enter Widow, and Diana. 
7 Dia. 1 am, my Lord, a wretched Plorontine, - 
Derived from the ancient Cab, 


T 3 NM. 


ö — N 
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My Suit, as I do. underſtand, : you ns 


And therefore know how far 1 may be pitied. 


Mid. Lam ber Mother, Sir, whoſe. Age and Honour 


Both ſuffer under this Complaint we brin 


And both ſhall ceaſe without your Rem 7 alt: 


King. Come hither, Count, 40 you know theſe Women J 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 


But that I know them; do they charge me further? 


Dia. Why do you look ſo ſtrange upon your Wife? 
Ber. She's none of mine, my Le, 
Dia. If you ſhall marr 


You give away this Theol. and that is mine; 
Tou give away Heav ns Vows, and thoſe are mine; 


You give away my ſelf, which is known mine; 
Fon I by Vo am ſo embodied yours. 


T That ſhe which marries you, muſt marry me, 


Either both or none. N Wie a 


4: Lof Your Reputaign comes too bon for my Daughter. | 
Jou ire no. Husband for ber, ee (Te Bertram | 


Ber. My Lord, this is a ſond and deſperate Creature, 


Whom ſometime I have laugh'd with: Let your Highaeſs 9 
Lay a, mare noble Thought upon mine Honour, 5 3 
| 1 for to think that I would er; oo here. 1 EE oY 
ing. Sir, for my Thoughts, you have them to friend, 
| Till your Deeds gain them fairer: Prove your Honour, | 

| "Then i in my — it yes Eh 


Dia. Good m 1403 bb. eit 
Ask bim upon he Gab. if he does t think 


He had not my Virginity, +, + 


| Xing. What ſay ſt thou to her? 
Ber. She's 4 — my Lord, 


"Rod wes © es eee SE 
Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were ſ@ {| 
He might have bought me at a common rice. 4 


Do not believe; him. O behold this Ring, 


Whoſe high Reſpect and rich Validity 
Did lack a. Parallel: Jet for all that 


N * N 
Aer | . 


Count. He bluſhes, and tis hit: 
Of ſix preceding Anceſtors, that Gemm 
Confer'd by Teſtament to th ſequent Iſſue 


Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his Wife, | 


That Ring's a thouſand Proofs. 
King. Methought you faid 
You ſaw one here in Court could witneſs i it. 
Dia. I did, my Lord, but loath am to produce 
S0 bad an Inſtrument; his Name's Parolles. | 
Laf. I ſaw the Man to day, if Man he be. 
King. Find him, and bring him hither. 
Ber. What of bim? 
Hes quoted for a moſt perfidious Slave, 
With all the Spots oth World, tax d and deboſh'd, 
Which Nature ſickens with: But to ſpeak truth, 


Am I, or that or this, for what IS 


_ That will ſpeak any * 


7 Ber. or Seb TS 122 po ol it 1 Hk d her, 
And boarded her i'th* wanton way of Youth: 


She knew hex e thy and (hd ee angle of ine, 
b 


di J. c 4 
As all —— — in u Hauer 8 Cork 
_ Morin of more. Fancy, and i in fine, 
Hero ſuit coming g. with her modern, Grace, 

Subdu ofa to het 995 ſhe 75 got the om 
And 1 Inferior might 
Ar Marker SET _——_—" 
Dia. I myſt be patient: 

You hat do "The ſo gs. 

Y, 


May} iet Ext 
: T ou . Note a lesend 
| Jour R il ck it 1 8 
1 wh 25 ine again again. , 
175 yours, 15 pray y dent, 
1 r, 4 upon yo "2 
2 82 now you this bes. late! 


B And ths rai gut him, * 
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King. The Story then goes falſe, you, threw, it him. 

Out of a Caſement. 
Bnuter Parolles, 

Ber. My Lord, I do confeſs the Ring was **Y | 

King. You bogole ſhrewdly, every F eather ſtarts you: 
Is this the Man you ſpeak of? 

Dia. It is, my Lord. | 

King. Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, 1 charge you, 
Not fearing the Diſpleaſure of your Maſter, 
Which on your juſt Proceeding I'll keep off; 
By him and by this Woman here, what know you? 
Par. So pleaſe your Majeſty, my Maſter hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, which 
Gentlemen have. | 

King. Come, come, to the purpoſe; Did he love this 
Woman? 
Par. Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how! 
King, How, I pray you? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman oe a Wo- 
man. 
| „How is that? 3 | 
Par. He lov'd ker, Sir, 104 lov'd ws not. 
King. As thou art a Knave, and. no Knaye; what an 
_ equivocal Companion is this? 

Par. I am a poor Man, and at your Majefty's command. 

La. He's a good Drum, my Lord, ur a naughty O- 
rator. 5 
Dia. Do you know be promis d me Marriage er © 

Par. "Faith, I know more 6 aha PI! ſpeak. | 

King. Burt wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'ſt? 

Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty. I did go between 
ha as I faid; but more than that, he loy'd her: For, 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk d of Sathan, and 
of Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not What; yet 
IJ was in that Credit with them at that time, that I 
knew of their going to Bed, and ef other Morions, as 
promiſing her Marriage, and things'that would derive 
me U-will to ſpeak of ; + Bear, T e what 
I know. , a | 

| FOE BN 44.4 | Wen, 3.24: King, 
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King. Thou, haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou canif 
fay they are married; but thou art too ſine in thy Evi. 
_ dence; therefore ſtand akide, This Ring, you fay, was 
yours? | | | 
Dia. Ay, my good Lord. | 
King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 5 
Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy 1 
King. Who lent it you? 
Dia. It was not lent me neither. 
King. Where did you find it then * 
Dia. I found it not. 
ig. If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, 
| Hoy, could you give it him. 
Dia. I never gave it him 
Taf. This Woman's an eaſic Glove, my Lord, ſhe goes | 
off and on at pleaſure. 
Ling. This Ring was mine, I give it his firſt Wife. 
Dis. It might be yours, or hers, for ought I Know, 
ng. Take her away, 1 do not like her now, 
10 Priſon with her: 8 ford a way E with hi 
Unleſs thou tell ſt me where i af d this Ring, 
Thou dieſt within this Hour. 
III never tell you. 
King. Take her WAY. _ 


ll put in Bail, | 
1 I think thee e Cuſtomer, 


80 bu J. If eye 1 knew Man b Jg. | 
refars haſt thoy aecus' him all this while? 
N HR he 545 $uilry 3 
oem ng Ma 12 wear töt; 
8 Was 7 id, and gg 0 Lie, 
rear King, m 
1 am = 7 la I pe bf oy. 8 Wife. 


[Parting 15 Lafeu. 
King. She does abuſe our Ears; to Priſon with her. 
Dia. Good Mother, 12 121 1 „Royal Sir, 
| weller owes is {ent 
| * i ſhall ber me. But for this Lor n zert. 
Who hath 2 me, as he knows bimſelf, . | 
Tho yet he never harm'd me, here 1 quit him. 
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He knows himſelf my Bed he bath defil'd, 

And at that time he got his Wife with Child; 
Dead tho' ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick: 
Sa there's my Riddle, one that's dead is quick, 


And now behold the meaning. hy 
: Enter Helena and Widow. 


King. Is there no Exorciſt * 
Beguiles the truer Office of mine Eyes? 
Is't real that᷑ I fee? E Sp 
| Hel. No, my good Lord, 
Tis but the ſhadow of a Wife you ſee, 
The Name, and not the Thing, - 

Bey. Both, both, O pardon! 8 
Fel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
I found you wondrous kind; there is your Ring, 

And look you, here's your Letter: This it ſays, 
When from my Finger you can get this Ring, 
Aud are by me with ChHd, &c. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? 

Ber. If ſhe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly, 
T1 love her dearly, ever, ever dearly, ON 
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 

Deadly Divorce ſtep between me and you. „ 
O, my dear Mother, do I ſee you living? [To the Counteſs, 
La. Mine Eyes ſmell Onions, I ſhall weep anon: 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a Handkerchief, (Tv Parolles, 


So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make Sport with 


thee: Let thy Courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 
King. Let us from point to point this Story know, 
To make the even Truth in pleaſure flow: 3 
If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped Flower, [To Diana. 
Chuſe thou thy Husband, and PII pay thy Dower; 
For I can gueſs, that by thy honeſt Aid, 
Thou kep'it a Wife her ſelf, thy ſelf a Maid. 
Of that and all the Progreſs more and leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs: 
All yet ſeems well, and if it end fo meet, | | 
be bitter paſt, wore welcome is the ſweet, ¶ Exeunt. 


EPL 


oF HE King's a Beggar, now the Play is done: 
All is well ended, if this Suit be won, : 
That you expreſs Content; which we will Pay, 
With ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day; 
Our be your Patience then, and yours our Parts, 
Your gentle Hands lend us, and take our Hearts, 


The End of the Second Volume, 
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